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the tragedy 



OF HAMLET 
P R I N CE o r 

Denmark* 



Enter Barnardo and Francifco^fw'^ Sentinels* 




r Ar. W ho*s there? 

) Fran. Nay anfwer me, ftand and unfold your felfe. 

[ Bar. Long live the King. 

^Fran, Barnardo ? 

Bar, Hee. 

Fran. Y ou come moft carefully upon your hourc. 

Bar. Tis now ft rooke twelve : get thee to bed Francifco* 

Fran. For this reliefe much thanks, ’tis bitter cold. 

And I am ficke at heart. 

Have you had quiet guard? ^ , 

Fran* Not a moufe ftirring. 

Well, goodnight: ^ 

If you doe meet Horatio and MarcelltiSy 
The rivalis of my watch, bid them make hafte. 

’ Enter Horatio and JHarcetlm. 

Fran. I thinke I heare them. Stand ho : who is there ? • 

Friends to this ground. 

^ar^ And Linemen to the Dane.' , 

A 2 Fran* 



Tragedy of . 

Give you good night. 

Mar.O farewell honeft fouldiers : who hath relieved you ? 

Fra. Bernardo hath my place : give you good night. Exit trafu 
Mar-Hoih Barnardo* 

Bar. Sayjwhat is Horatio there ? 

JHora. A peeceofhim. 

Bar. Welcome Horatio iVtoXcom^ good MarceUm* 

Hora. What, ha*s this thing appear'd againe to night ? 
have fcene nothing. 

•Afar. Horatio (ayes 'tis but a phantafie. 

And win not let beliefe take hold of him. 

Touching this dreaded fight twice feene of U5 ; 

Therefore I have entreated him along. 

With us to watch the minutes ofthis night, • 

That if againe this apparition come. 

He may approve our eyes and fpeake to it. 

Hora. Tii(h,tufh, 'twill not appeare. 

Bar. Sit downe a while, 

,And letus once againe aflaile your eares ’ 

That are fo fortified againft our flory, 

W hat we have two nights feene^ 

Hora. W ell, fit we downe. 

And letus heare Barnardo (peake of this# 
i^^r.Lafi night of all, 

W hen yond fame ftar that's Weflwardfrom the Pole, 

Had made his conrfet'illumine that part of heaven 
W here' now it burnes, Jlfarcellte^ and my felfe,. 

The Bell then beating one. 

E^ter Gh4)Fi^ 

Mar. Peace, breake thee off, looke where it comes againei 
Bar> In the fame figure, like the King that’s dead. 

Mar. Thou art a Scholar, fpeake to it Horatio. 

Hor . Moft likei it horrowes me with feare and wonder. 

Itwouldbefpoketo. . , 

Mar. Horatio. 

Hera. W hat art thou that ufurpfl: this time of night,' 

Together with that faire and warfike forme. 

In which the Majefty of buried Denmark^ 



fmce of Dcnmarkc. 

Did Ibmetimes march ? by heaven I charge thee fpeake. 
Mar. It is offended. 

^^r.Seeitfialkesaway. 

Hor. Stay, fpeake, fpeake, I cbafge thee fpeake# 

Exit Ghofi. 

J^./l^4r.'risgoneandwilinotanfwer. 

' Bar. How now Horatio } you tremble and looke pale i 
Is noc.this fbmething more than phantafie ? 

What thinke you of it ? 

Before my God I might not this belceve, 
Without the fenfible and true avouch 
Ofmineowneeyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the King ? 

Her. As thou art to thy felre : 

Such was the very armour he had on, 

W hen he th' ambitious Norway combated. 

' So frown'd he once , when in an angry Parle 
He fmote the fleaded Pollax on theice. 

'Tis firange. 

Mar. Thus twice before, and jumpe at this fame houre, 
•With martial! fialke hath he gone by ourwatch. 

Hora. In what particular thought to worke I know nor, 
But in the grofle and fcopeof mine opinion. 

This bodes fbme ftrange eruption to our State. 

Mar. Good now fit downe, and tell me he that knowes,; 
Why this fame firidl a nd moft obfervant watch 
So nightly toiles the fubjeft of the land. 

And with fuch daily coft of bralen Cannon, 

And forraine Mart for implements of warre ? 

Why fiicftimpreffeof fhip-wrights, whofefbre taske 
Does not divide the Sunday from the weeke ? 

What might be toward, that this fweaty bafte 
Doth make the ni^ht joint labour with the day ?- 
Who is’t that can informe me ? 

Hora. That can I : 

At leaft the whifper goes fb. Our laft King, 

Whofe image even but now appear'd to us. 

Was, as you know, by Fortinhrajfe of fSTorwaj, 



Thereto 



The Tragedy of ViixciXet 

Thereto prickt on by a moft emulate pride. 

Dat’d to the combate j in which our valiant 
(For fo this fide ofour knowne world efteem’d him) 
Did flay this Portinhajfe , who by a feal’d compaft. 
Well ratified by Law and Heraldry, 

Did forfeit ( with his life) all thefe his lands 
W hich he flood feiz’d of , to the Conquerour ; 
Againft the which a moity competent 
Was gaged by our King, which had returne 
To the inheritance of Fortwhafe, 

Had he bin vanquifbt j as byjhe fame co-mart. 

And carriage of the Articles defigne. 

His fell to Hamlet : now fir, young FortinkaJfej 
Of unimproved metall, hot, and full. 

Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there 
Sharkt op a lift of lawlefle refolutes. 

For food and diet to feme enterprife 
That hath a ftomacke in’t , which no other 
As it doth well appeare unto our ftate, 

But to recover of us by ftrong hand 
And tearmes compulratory,tholeforelaid lands 
So by his father loft : and this I take it 
Is the maine motive of our preparations, 

The fqurce of this our watch, and the chiefe head 
Of this pofte hafte, and romeage in the land. 

^rfr.Ithinkeit be no other but even lb: 

Well may it fort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch fo like the King 
That was and is the queftion of thefe warres. 

ihra. A mote it is to trouble the mindes eye. 

In the moft high and palmy ftate of Rome, 

Alittle ere the mightieft Julius fell, 

The graves flood tenantlefle , and the flieeted dead 
Did lqiieakeand gibber in the Roman ftreets. 

As ftarres with trames of fire,and devves ofblood, 
Dilafters in the funne, and the moift ftarre, 

^on whole influence Ntptmes Empire ftands. 
Was fickealmoft to Doomefday with edipfe 
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And 



Prince of Dcnm&rke. 

And even the like precurfc of fierce events. 

As harbingers preceding ftillthefates 
And Prologue to the Omen comming on, 

Have heaven and earth together demonftrated 
Unco our Climatnres and Countrimen. 

Enter Ghojt. 

But foft, behold / lo where it comes againe, 

Jlecrofle it though it blaft me : Stay illufion, * It fpreads 
If thou haft any found , or ufe of voice, his armes. 

Speake to me : ifthere be any good thing to be done. 

That may to thee doe eale , and grace to me, 

Speake to me. 

If thou art privie to thy Countries fate. 

Which happely foreknowing may avoids 
O Ipeake ; 

Or if thou haft uphoorded in thy life 
Extorted treafurein the wombe of earth, 

For which they fay your Ipirits oft walke in death, The coche 
Speake of it, ftay and fpeake ; flop i t MarceUns* crowes. 
Mar, Shall I ftrike it with my partiian ? 

Hoir* Doe if it will not ftand. 
jS^r.Tishere. 

Hi?r.*Tishcre. 

Mar/lis gone. 

W e doe it wrong , being fo Majefticall, 

To offer it the fhevv of violence : 

For it is as the aire, invulnerable, 

And our vainc blowes malicious mockery. 

Ear, It was about to fp. ake when the cocke crew.. 

Hor, And then it ftarted, like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearefull liimmons : I have heal'd. 

The cocke, that is the trumpet tothe morne. 

Doth with his lofty and ihrillfounding throat 
Awake the God of day ; and at his warning. 

Whether in fea or fire, in earth or aire, 

Th*extravaganc and erring fpirit hyes 

To his confine ; and ofthe truth herein 

This prefcnt objeft made probation, ^ 



Alar* 





The Tragedy o/Hamlet 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cocke# 

Some fay that ever ’gainft that leafon comes, 

W herein onr Saviours birth is celebrated, 

Thisbird of dawning fingeth all night long, 

And then they fay no fpirit dares ftirre abroad. 

The nights are wholfome ; then no Planets ftrike. 

No Fairy takes, no witch hath power to charmc ; 

So hallowed and fb gracious is that time, 

Hor. So have I heard, and doe in part beleeve it : 

But looke,the morne inniflet mantle clad 
Walkes ore the dew of yon high Eaftward hill : 

Breake we our watch up , and by my advice 
Let us impart what we havq feene to night 
Unto young Hamlet ; for upon my life 
Thi s ipirit dumbe to us will fpeake to him. 

Doe you confent we (hall acquaint him with it. 

As needfiill in our loves, fitting our duty ? 

Mar.Ln*s doo’c I pray ; and I this morning know 
Where we (hall findc him mod convenient. Exemu 

Flour tjh. Enter ClauAitu King ofDenmarke^ Gertrad the 
Queene^Councett) as Pohnius^andhis fonnc Laer-- 
• tes , Hamlet i cum aliis , 

Though yet of/T^ss^/^r our deere brothers death 
The memory be greene, and that it us befitted 
To beare our hearts in griefe, and our whole Kingdome 
To be contracted in one brow of woe : 

Yet lb farre hath di/cretion fought with nature. 

That we with wiled Ibrrow thinke on him. 

Together with remembrance of our felves : 

Therefore our fomeiime Sider, now our Queenc, 

Th’ Imperiall jointrefie to this warlike State, 

Have we as ’twere with a defeated joy, 

With an anfpicious and a dropping eye. 

With mirth infunerall, and with dirge in marriage, 

V Inequallfcale weighingdelight anddole. 

Taken to wife, nor have wc herein barr’d 



Your 



frince o/Dcnmarkc^ 

Your better wifdomcs, which have freely gone 
With this affaire along (for all our thankes) 

Now followes, that you know young FortiuhraJJe, 
Holding a weake fuppofall of our worth. 

Or thinking by our late deare brothers death 
Ourdatetobedif-joint,and out of frame, 
Colleagued with this dreame of his advantagCf 
He hath not faild to peder us with meflagc. 
Importing the lurrender of thofe lands 
Lod by hisfather, with allbands of Law> 

To our mod valiant brother. So much for him. 
Now for our felfe, and for this time of nfteting. 
Thus much the bufineffe is. We have here writ 
T o Norway , Uncle of young Fortinhrajfc) 

Who impotent and bedrid ,lcarcely heares 
OfthishisNephewespurpofe, to fupprefle 
His further gate herein, in that the levies. 

The lids, and full proportions are all made 
Out of his fubjefts : and we here difpatch 
You good CorneliuSiZiid you Foltemandy 
For bearers of this greeting to old Norway y 
Giving to you no further perfonall power 
To bulinede with the King, more than the Icopc 
Of thefe delated Articles allow. 

Farewell, and let your hade commend your duty. 
Cor,V 7. In that,& all things will we fhew our duty. 
King. We doubt it nahing : heartily farewell. 
And now what’s the newes with you ? 

You told us of fbme fuit, what is’c Laertes ? 

You cannot fpeake ofreafbn to the Dane, 

And lofe your voice : what vvouldd thou begX^^rfe/? 
That fhall notbe my offer, not thy asking. 

The head is not more native to the heart. 

The hand more inflrumentall to the mouth. 

Than is the throne of Denmarke to thy Father : 
What wouldd thou have Laertes f 
Laer My dread Lord, 

Your leave and favour to rcturne to FrancCy 

B 




TheTragedy 0/ Hamlet 

From whence though wilHngly I came to Detimarks» 

To fhew my duty in your Coronation 5 
Y et now I muft confelTe, that duty done, 

My thoughts and wifhes bend againe toward France, 

And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. ^ 

Kwjr.Uzvc you your fathers leave ? what layes l^olonius r 
^olo. He hath, my Lord, wrung from me my (low leave. 

By labourfome petition ; and at lal^. 

Upon his will I fcal’d my hard confent. 

I doe befeech you give him leave to goe. 

King. Take thy faire hoiire Laertes yiimtht thine. 

And thy beft graces ; fpend it at thy wilL 
But now my coufin Hamlet y and my fonne. 

Ham. A little more than kin, ana lelTe than kind. 

King. How is it that the clouds ftill hang on you ? 

Ham. Not fo much my Lord, I am too much in the Ibnne, 

Queen* Good Hamlet caft thy nighted colour oft-, 

An*dTlet thine eye looke like enmarks* 

Doe not for ever with thy vailed lids 
Sceke for thy noble father in the duft : 

Thou know*fl ’cis common all that lives muft dye. 

Faffing through nature to eternity. 

Ham. I Madam, it is common. 

Queen-l^ithty 

Why feemes it fo particular with thee ? 

Ham* Seems Madam, nay it is, I know not feems, 

*Tis not alone my inkie cloke could fmother. 

Nor cuftomary liites offolemneblacke. 

Nor windie folpiration of fbrc’t breath. 

No, nor the fruitfull river in the eye, 

Nor thedeje6led haviour of the vifage. 

Together with all formes , moods, ftiapes of griefe 
That can denote me truely ; thefe indeed feemc. 

For they are adlions that a man might play : 

But I have that within which pafles flicw, 

Thefe but the trappings and tne (bits of woe. 

King. Tis fweet and commendable in your nature Hamlefy 
To give thefe mourning duties to your Father. 



But 



^rlnci of Denmark^ 



Whv^houlcl we in our peevifti oppofition 
Take it to heart ? fie, 'tis a fault to heaven, 

A fault asainft the dead , a fault to nature. 

To rcafon moft abfurd, whole common theamo 
Is death of fathers, and who ftill hath cryed 
From the firft coarfe till he that died to day. 

This muft be fo; we pray you throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe, and thinke of us 

As ofa father ; for let the world take note 

You are the moft immediate to our throne. 

And with no lefle nobility of love 

Than that which deareft father beares ms fonn« 

Doc I impart toward you for your intent 
In going backe to fchoole to mttenberg ; 

It is moft retrt^rade to our defire. 

And we belecch you bend you to remaine 
Here in the cheare and comfort of our eye, 

Our chiefeft Courtier, coufin, and our (bnnC. 

Que. Let not thy mother lofe her prayers Hamlet ; 
1 ^ay thee ftay with us, goe not to Wittenberg. 
Ham. I (ball in all my beft obey you Madame. 
King. Why *tis a lovingand a faire reply. 

Be as our felfe .in Denmarks, Madame come. 

This gentle and unforc’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits fmiling to my heart, in grace whereof, 
Nojocond health that Denmarkedtinkes to day 
But the great Cannon to the clouds (ball tell. 



In obftinate condolement, is a courle 
Ofimpious ftubbornnefle,’tis unmanly griefc^ 
It fticwes a will moft incorreft to Heaven, 

A heart unfortified) or minde impatient. 



TbeTragedy of Hamlet 

And the Kingsrowfe the heaven fhallbrnit againe . - 

Refpeaking earthly thunder ; Come away. Exeunt a K 

Ham.O that this too too faUied Helh would melt, i>ut Hamleu 
Thaw and refolve it felfe into a dew» 

Or that the everlafting had not fixt 

His Cannon ’gainft felfe flaUgbtcr / O God^ God, 

How weary, ftale, flat, and unprofitable 
Seeme to me all the ufes of this W or Id ? 

Fie on*t, ah fie, *tis an unweeded Garden, 

That growes to feed ; things rank & grofle in nature 
Poflefle it meerly : that it fhould come thus. 

But two moneths dead, nay not lb much , not two. 

So excellent a King , that was to this 
Hyperion to a Saty re, fo loving to my mother. 

That he might not beteeme the windes of heaven 

Vifit her face too roughly : heaven and earth ^ 

Muft I remember, why (lie fhould hang on him, 

As if increafe of appetite had growne 
By what it fed on ; and yet within a moneth. 

Let me not thinkc on% frailty thy name is womani>. 

A little moneth : Or ere thofe fliooes wereold. 

With which fhe followed my poorc fathers body. 

Like JVioh all teares, why (he, 

O God / a beaft that wants difeourfe of reafbn 
Would have mourn’d longer,marricd with my uncle> 

My fathers brother, but no more like my father 
Than I to Hercules ; within a moneth, 

Frc yet the file of moft unrighteous teares 
Had left theflufhingin her galled eyes. 

She married. Oh moft wicked fpeeito poft 
W ith fuch dexterity to inceftuous fheets ; 

It is not, nor it cannot come togoed. 

But breake my heart, for I muft hold my tongue. 

Enter Horutioy M^rceHuSiAnd Barnardo. 

Hora. Haile to vour Lordibip. (felfco. 

Ham, I am glaa to fee you well ,• Horatio , or I doe forget my 
Hora, The fame my Lord, and yoiir poore fervant ever. 

Ham. Sir my good friend, lie change that name with you ; 

And 



Prince of Denmarke. 

And wfiat make you from Wittenberg^ Horatio t 
Marcellus, 

My good Lord. , 

Ham. I am very glad to fee you ( good even lir.; 
But whatin faith make you from Wittenberg ■ 
Hora. A truant difpohtion, good my Lord- 
f/iew.Iwouldnot heare your enemy fay lo. 

Nor (hall you doemy care that violence 
To make it trufter of your owne report 
Againft your felfe ; I know you are no truant ; 

But what is your affairein Eifeuour ? 

Wee'll teach you for to drinke ere you depart. 
Hora, My Lord, I came to fee your fathers funerall. 
Ham, I prethee doe not mocke me fellow ftudent, 
I thinke it was to my mothers wedding. 

Hor, Indeed my Lord it follow’d hard upon. 
H^».Thr4ft,thrift,Hi9r4^/^,the funerall bak’t meats 
Did coldly furnifli forth the marriage tables. 

Would I had met my deareft foe in heaven 
Or ever I had feene that day Horatio. 

My father, me thinkes I fee my father. ♦ 

Hora- Where my Lord ? 

Ham- In my mindes eye Horatio. 

Hora, I faw him once, a was a goodly King. 

Ham, A was a man, take him for all in all, 

I fhall not lookc upon his like againe. 

Hora. My Lord, I thinke I fiw him yefterhight# 
Ham, Saw who ? 

H ora. My Lord, the King your Father. 

Ham. The King my fat her ! 

Hora. Seafon your admirationfor a.while 
With an attentive eare, till I may deliver 
Upon the witnefTe of thefe Gentlemen 
This marvaile to you. 

Ham.Yoi Gods love let me hcarc. 

Hora.'X^cy nights togetlier had thefe Gentlemen, 
t^arcellus zx\^ JBarnardo^xm their watch. 

In the dead vaft and middle of the night 

Bs 




The Tragedy e/ Hamlet 

B een thus encountred : a figure like your father. 
Armed at point> exa£Uy, Cap ape, 

Appeares before them, and with folcmne march 
Goes flow and flately by them ; thrice he waikt 
By their oppreft and feare furprifed ctcs 
W ithin this truncheons length > whilft they diltili a 
Almoft to gelly with the act offcare> 

Stand dunibc and fpeake not to hirn : this to me 
In dreadfull fecrccic impart they did. 

And I with them the third night kept the watch, 
Where, as they had delivered, both in time, 

Forme of the thing, each word made true and good. 
The apparition comes : I knew yout father, 

Thefe hands are not more like. 

Ham . But where was this ? 

^^r.MyLord upon the platform where wcwatcht. 
Ham. Did you not fpeakc to it ? 

Hor. My Lord, I did. 

But anfwer it made none : yet once me thought 

It lifted up its head) and did addrefle 

It felfeto motion, like ask wouldfpeake; i 

But even then the morning Cocke crew loud. 

And at the found it flirunke in hafte away. 

And vanifht from our fight. 

Ham. Tis very ftrange. 

f Hor. As T doe live, my honour’d Lord, ’tis true. 
And we did thinke it writ downc inour duty 
To let you know ofit. 

Ham. Indeed firs but this troubles me , 

Hold you the watch to night ? 

jiH* W e doe my Lord. 

Ham. Arm’d (ay you? 

All. Arm’d my Lord. 

Ham- From top to toe ? 

AU. My Lord, from head to foot. 

Ham. Then (aw you not his fiice ? 

Hora^ O yes my Lord, he wore his bcavcr upi 

Ham- What ?lookthcfrowningly? 




Prince of Dcnttiarke.’ 

ATtfr. A countenance more in Ibrrow than in anger. 

AT4i».Paleorrcd ? 

A/or.Nay very pale. 

H«m. And fixt his eyes upon you ? 

Har. Moft conftantly. 

Ham. I would I had been there. 

Her. It would have much amaz’d you* 

//•<«»». Very like : ftaid it long? . _i 

Har. While one with moderate hafte might tell an hiindrctf. 

Bath. Longer, longer- 

Hor^ Not when I faw’t# 

Ham. His beard was gtifsled, no. 

Hor. It was as I have feene it in his Ufe 
A fable filver’d. ^ • 

Ham. I will watch to night. 

Perchance ’twill walke againe. 

H<7r.Iwarn’cit will. 

Ham. If it aflTumc my noble fathers per(bn 
He fpeake to it, though hell it felfe (hould gape 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all. 

If you have hitherto conceal’d this fight> 

Let it be tenable in your filence ftill. 

And whatfoever clfe (hall hap to night. 

Give it an under ftanding> but no tongue ; 

I will requite your loves : So fare you well. 

Upon the platforme ’twixt eleven and twelve 
Ilevifityou. 

tAll. Our duty to your honour# E xtunt • 

Your loves, as mine to you ; Farewell# 

My fathers (pirk in armes, all is not well, 

I doubt (bme foule play, would the night were come: 

Till then fit ftill my (bule, foule deeds will rife. 

Though all the earth orcwhelme them to mens eyes. 

Enter Laertes yand Ophelia his Sifter, 

Laer, My nece(&ries are imbarkt, farewell. 

And fifter, as the windcs give benefit 
And convay in afliftant, dbc not fleep, 

But let me heare kom you# 




OfhcU . 



7 he Tragedy of Hamlet 

Ophel. Doe you doubt that ? 

Laer. For Hamlet^ and the trifling of hi$ favour. 
Hold it a fafhion, and a toy in blood, 

A violet in the youth of prime nature, ^ 

Forward, not permanent ; fwcet,not lafting. 

The perfume and fuppliance of a minnte : 

^o more. 

Ophel, No more but Ib, 

L aer. Thinke it no more. 

For nature creflant does not grow alone. 

In thewcs and bulkes, but as this Temple waxcSs 
The inward fervice of the mind and foule 
Growes wide withall : perhaps he loves you now. 
And now no (bile nor cautell doth belmcrch 
The vertue of his will ; but you muft fcare 
Hisgreatneflcwai*d,his willis npthisownc. 

He may not, as unvalued perfbns doe. 

Crave for himfelfe ; for on his choice depends 
The fafety and health of this whole ftate. 

And therefore muft his choice be circum(crib*d 
Unto the voice and yeelding of thitt body 
Whereof he is the head: then if he &ies he loves you 
It fits your wifdome fo far to beleevc it. 

As he in his particular and place 
May give his faying deal ; which no further 
Than the maine voice of Denmark^ goes withall. 
Then weigh what Ioffe your honour may fuftaine. 

If with too credent eare you lift his fbngs, 

Or loofe your heart, or your chafte treafce open 
To his unmaftred importunitie. . 5 . 

Feare it OphtUay feare it my deare After, 

And keep you in the reare of^our afifeftion, 

Out'of the fhc>t and danger of Jefire ; 

The charieft maid is prodigall enough. 

If flie unmaske her beauty to the Moone : 

Vertue it felfe fcapes not calumnious ftrokes ; 
The canker galls the infant of the Spring 
Too oft before their buttons be difclos’d , 



<Brince of Denmark^ 

And in the morne and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blaftments are moft imminent. 

Be warie then, beft fafety lyes in feare. 

Youth to it feJfe rebelJs though none elfc nccre. 

OpheU I ftiall the eflfc(Sb of this good Icfibn keej% 
As watchmen to my heart : But good my brother 
Doe not as feme ungracious Paftors doe. 

Shew me the 'fteep and thorny way of heaven. 
Whiles a puft and rechlefle Libertine, 

Himfclfe the primrofe path of dalliance treads. 

And rcakes not his owne reed. Enter Eelonim* 

Laer. O feare me not; 

I flay too long : but here my father comes- 
A double blefling is a double grace, 

Occafion fmiles upon a fecond leave. 

^olo. Y ct here Laertes ? aboord,aboord for Chamc, 
The winde fits in the flioulder of your failc. 

And you are ftaid for. There, my blefling with thee. 
And chefe few precepts in thy memory C 

Look thou charafter rGivetny thoughts no tongufi. 
Nor any unproportion’d thought his a6f : 

Be thou familiar, but by no meanes vulgar : 

Thofc friends thou haft and their adoption tried. 
Grapple them unto thy foule with hoops of ftcele. 
But doe not dull thy palme with entertainment 
Ofeach new hatcht , unfledg’d courage : beware 
Of entrance to a quarrell , but being in, 

Bear t that th’oppofer may beware of thee : 

Give every man thy eare, but few thy voice ; 

Take each mans cenfiire, but referve thy judgement : 
Coftly thy habit as thy pude canfauy. 

But not expreft in fancy; rich, not gaudy ; 

A L proclaimes the man, 

And cbey in Era/ice of the beft ranke and ftation. 

Are ot a moft feJeft and generous, chiefe in that : 
Neither a borrower nor a lender boy. 

For love oft Jofes both it felfe and friend, 
AndborrowingduHs the edge of husbandry. 



Tl}e Tragedy of Hamlet 

This above all, to thine owhe fcifchc true. 

And it muft follow as the night to day , 

Thou canft not then be falfe to any man, 

Tarewell, my .bleffingleafon this in thee. 

Zaer. Moilhumbly doe I take my leave my Lord. 

Pol. The time invefts you, goe, your fervants tend. 
laer. Farewell Ophelia^ and remember well 
What I have faid to you. 

Ophel, Tis in my memory lockt. 

And you your felfe (hall keep the key of ir. 

Laer, FarewelL Exit Laertes » 

PcAWhat isT Ophelia he hath faid to you ? 

OpheL So pleafe you Something touching the Lord Hamlet. 
Pol. Marrie well bethought. 

*Tis told me he hath very oft of late 

Given private time to you ; and you your felfe 

Have of your audience beene moft free and bounteous. 

If it be fo, as fo Tis put on me, 

And that in way oi caution , I muft tell you 
You doe not underftand your felfe fo cleerly 
As it behoves my daughter, and your honour : 

What is between you ? give me up the truth. 

Ophel- He hath my Lord of late made many tendei;s 
Of his affeftion tome. 

Pol, AffeSion ! puh, youfpeake like a gtccne girle, 

Uhfifted in fuch pcrillous circumftance : 

Doe you bcleevehis tenders, as you call them ? 

Ophel I doe not know, my Lord, what I fliould thinke. 
Ptf/.Marry I will teach you, think your felfe a babic. 

That you have ta’n thefe tenders for true pay. 

Which are not fterling : tender your felfe more dearly. 

Or (not to cracke the winde of the poore phrafe ) 

Wrong it thus, youTl tender me a fbole. 

Ophel.yLy Lord, he hath importun’d me with love 
In honourable faftiion. 

^oL I/afhion you may call it,goe too, goe too. 

Ophel, And hath given countenance to his Ipecch, 

My Lord with alwft all the holy vowes of heaven. 
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Pol. l/pringes to catch Wood-cockes ; I doknovt 
When the blood burncs how prodigall thefoulc 
Lends the tongue vowes , thde blazes daughtcc 
Giving more light than heat ; extind inboth* 

Even in their promife, as it is a making, 

Ynu muft not tak’t for fire : from this time 
Be fomething fcantcr of your maiden prefence;. 

Set your entreatments at a higher rate 
Than a command to parley ; for Lord Hamlett 
Belccvc fo much in him, tnat he is young. 

And with a larger tedder may he walkc 
Than may be given you : in few Ophelia^ 

Doe not beleeve his vowes, for they arc Brokers, 

Not of that dye which their inveftments fhew* 

But meereimplorarors of unholy (hits. 

Breathing likefanftified and pious bonds. 

The tetter to beguile : this is for all, 

I would not, in plaine termes, from this time forth 
Have you fo flandcr any moments Ici fore, 

As to give words or talke with the Lord Hamlet^ 

Looke tooT I charge you, come your wayes. 

Ophel. I ftiall obey my Lord. ExeunU 

Enter Hamlet , Horatio ^and Marcellui^ 

Ham. The aiTc bites flirewdly , it is very cold. 

Hora. It is nipping, and an eager airc. 

ii/^w.What hourenow? 

Hora. I chinke it lacks of twelve* 
it is ftrooke. 

Hora. Indeed, I heard it not : it then drawes neere the feafon 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walk. jifloHrijh ofTrum^ 
W hat does thi s meane my Lord ? . pets^ and two pieces £oc offi 

Ham. The King doth walke tonight, and cakes bis rowfo, 
Keepcs waflell, and the fvvaggering up-ipringreclcs. 

And as he draines his draughts of Rhenifti downe# 

The Kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Is it a cuftome ? 

Slam.lmmyh't, 

Cl BMC 
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But to my mirtde> though I atn native here 
And to the mann ct borne, it is a cuftome 
More honour'd in the breach than the oblervancc : 

This hcavie- headed revell Eaft and Weft 
Makes us traduc'd and taxed of other Nations ; 
They clepe us Drunkards>and with (winifh phrafe 

SoiJe our addition; and indeed it takes 

From our atchievements, though perform d at height# 

The pith and marrow of our attribute : 

So oft it chances in particular men, 

That for fome vicious mole of nature in them, 

As in their birth, wherein they are not guilty, 

( Since nature cannot choofe bis origen) 

By their ore-growth of feme complexion. 

Oft breaking downe the pales and fort s of reaibn ; 

Or by fome habit that too much ore-leavens 
The forme of plaufive manners,thatthefemen 
Carrying I fay the ftampc of one defeft. 

Being Natures livery, or Fortunes ftarre, 

His vertues clfebe they as pure as grace, 

As infinite as man may undergoe. 

Shall in the general! cenfuretake corruption 
From that particular fault : the dram of cafe 
Doth all the noble fubftance of a doubt 
To his owne fcandall. E^ter 

Looke my Lord, it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend us ! 

Be thou a ipirit of health, or Goblin damny, 

Bring with thee aircs from heaven, or blafts fromhcl. 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable. 

Thou com’fr in (uch a queftionable (hape 
That 1 will Ipeake to thee ; He call thee Hamlet ^ 
King, Father , royall Dane : O anftvcrc me. 

Let me not burft in ignorance, but tell ^ 

Why thy canonii'd bones hearfed in death 
Have burft their cerements : why the Sepulcher, 
Wherein we few thee quietly interr’d. 

Hath op*t his pondcjxms and marble jawes. 
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To caft thee up againc : what may thi s meane 
That thou dead coarfc againe in complete IteeJC 
Revifites thus the glimpfes of the moone, 

Making night hideous^ and we fooles of nature 

So horridly to fliakeour difpofition 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our foulcs ? 

Say why is this ? wherefore ? what thould we doe ? 
kora. Itbeckens you togoe away With it. 

As ifit fome impartment did delire 

To you alone. 

Mar. Looke with what courteous action 
It waves you to a more removed ground. 

But doe not goe with it. 

Hora.^Oy by no meanes. ^ 

It will not fpeake, then I wiHfollowit. 

Hsra. Doe not my Lord. 

Ham. Why ? what (houldbe the feare ? 

I doe not fet my life at a pins fee : 

And for my foulc , what can it doe to that. 

Being a thing immortall like it fclfe 
It waves me forth againe , He follow it. 

Hora. \Vhat ifit tempt you toward the flood my Lord>» 
Or to the dreadfull fbmnet of the cleefe. 

That bcttcls ore his bafe into the fra. 

And there aflame fome other horrible forme, 

W hieh might deprive your foveraignty of rcalbn. 

And draw you into madnefle ? thinke ofic. 

The very place puts toyes ofdef^ration 
Without more motive, into every braine. 

That lookes fo many fadomes to the fra. 

And heares it roarc beneath. 

Ham.lt waves me ftill, 

Goe on, He follow thee. 

You fhall not goc my Loril. 

Ham. Hold off your hands- 
Hora. Be rul’d, you fhall not goe. 

Ham.yiy fate cry es out. 

And makes each petty artery in this body 

Cj 
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As liardy as tbe Nemem Lions nerve : 

Sti 11 am I call’d ; Tinhand me Gentlemen, 

By heaven I le make a Ghoft of him that lets me: 

1 Jky 3 W 3 y ; Gocofijllc follow thcc* Exit Ghofi UftdUAffflctu 

Hot. He waxes defperate with imagination. 

Mar. Lets follow, *tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Hora. Have after : to what iflue will this come ? 

Mar. Something is rotten in the State of Denmark^ d 
Hora. Heaven will dircfl: it. 

Mar. Nay let's follow him. Exeunu 

Enter (jho^ oadHatnlet. 

Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me ? fpcake, lie goe no further# 
Ghofi. Markc me. 

Hnm. I wilL 

Ghofi.Myhowvt is almofi: corner 
When I to (ulphrousand tormenting flames 
Muft render up my felfe. 

Ham. Alas poore Ghofl*. 

Ghofi. Pity me not, but lend thy ferious hearing 
To what I (hall unfold. 

Ham. Speakc, I am bound to heare. 

Che So art thou to revenge when thou (halt heare. 
/f^w.What? 

Ghoft. I am thy fathers Ipirit, 

Doom’d for a certaine terme to walke the night. 

And for the day confin’d to faft in fires. 

Till the foule crimes , done in my dayes of nature 
Are burnt and purg’d away: But that I am forbid 
To tell the fecrets of my prifon- houle, 

I could a tale unfold> whofe lighteft word 
Would harrow up thy foule, freeze thy young blood, 

Make thy two eyes like flats ftart from their iphercs. 

Thy knotted and combined lockes to part. 

And each particular haire to fland an end 
Like quills upon the fearefull Porpentine : 

But this eternall blazon mufl not be - 

To cares offlcfti and blood :lifl,lifl,Olift, 0 
If thou didft ever thy dcare father love. 
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Ham. O God / « it j 

Gho. Revenge his foule moft unnatural! murder. 

Ham. Murder ! . , t n • • 

Ghofi. Murder moft foule, as in the belt it is ; 

But this moft foule, ftrange and unnaturall. 

/frf»?.Haft me to knovv’t, that I with wings as fwifi: 

As mediation, or the thoughts of love,. 

May fweepe to my revenge. 

Ghoft. 1 finde thee apt ; 

And duller lliouldft thou be than the fat weed 
That roots it felfe in eafe on Lethe wharfe, 

Wouldft thou not ftirre in this : now Hamlet heare, 

’Tis given out, that fleeping in my Orchard 
A Serpent flung me: lb the whole eare of 
Is by a forged procelTe of my death 
Rankely abufed : but know thou, noble Youth, 

The Serpent that did fling thy fathers life 
Now weares his Crownc. 

Ham. O my Prophet icke foule, my uncle ! 

Ghofi. '1 9 that inceftuous, that adulterate beaft. 

With witchcraft of his wits, with trait ’rous gifts, 

O wicked wits, and gift s that have the power 
Sotofeducelwontohis lhamefull luft 
The will of my moft feeming vertuous Queene.. 

0 H««;/^?,wnatafallingofFwasthtre 
From me, whole love was of that dignity. 

That it went hand in hand even with the vow 

1 made to her in marriage ? and to decline 
Upon a wretch , whole naturall gifts were poore 

To thofeof minefout vertuc,as it never will be mov’d . 

Though Icwdneffe court it in a fh:^ of heaven. 

So but though to a radiant Angle linckt, 

W ill fort it felfe in a cclefliall bed. 

And prey on garbage* 

But foft, me thinkes I fentthe morning aire, 

Briefe let me be : Sleeping within my Orchard, 

My cuftomealwaiesot the afternoone. 

Upon my fecure hourc thy uncle ftole 

With 
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With juice of curfed Hebona in a Viallj ^ 

Andin the porches of my eares did poure 
The leprous diftilment, whofeefteft 

Holds fuch an enmity with blood of man, 

That Iwift as Quick-filver it courfes through 
The naturall gates and allies of the body. 

And with a fudden vigour it doth pofleflfe 
And curd.like eager droppings into milke. 

The thin and whoUbme blood r fo did it mine. 

And a moft inllant T etter barkt about 
Moft Lazar-like, with vile and loathfome cruft 
Alliny fmooth body. 

Thus was I neeping,by a brothers hand. 

Of life,ofCrowne,of (^eene at once difpatcht. 

Cut oft' even in thebloflbmesofmy finne, 

Unnuzled, dilappointed, un-anueld, 

No reckoning made, but fent to my account 
With all my impetfedlions on my head. 

Oh horrible, O horrible, moft horrible, 

Ifthou haft nature in thee beareitnot. 

Let not the royallbed of Denmarke be 
A couch for Luxury and damned Inceft. 

But howlbmevcr thou purfueft this a£f. 

Taint not thy minde,nor let thy Ibule contrive 
Againft thy mother ought, leave her to heaven. 

And to thofe thornes that in herbolbme lodge, 

To pricke and fling her : fare thee well at once. 

The Gloworme fliewes the matine to be neete. 

And ’gins to pale his uncfFcftuall fire ; 

Adieu, adieu, adieu, remember me. 

Ham.O all you hoft of heaven ! O earth ! what elfc? 
And (hall I couple hell ? O fie ! hold my heart. 

And yon my finewes, grow not inftant old. 

But beare me (wiftly up ; remember thee I 
I thou poore Ghoft, whi les memory holds a feat 
In this diftrafted Globe : rememberth'dei 
Yea, from the table of my memorie 
He wipe away all triviallfi)nd records. 
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All Taw of bookes,all formes, all prefliircspaft. 

That ycyuth and obfervation copied there. 

And thy commandement all alone (hall live 
Within thebooke and volume of my brainc, 

Unmixt with baler matter 5 yes by heaven. 

O moft pei^nicious woman ! 

0 villaine, villaine, fmiling damned villaine! 

My tables, meet it is I fet downe, 

That one may (mile, and fmile,and be a villaine 
At leaft I am fure it may be fo in Dtnmarks^ 

So uncle there you are : now to my word. 

It is adieu, adieu,rcmcmbcr me. 

1 have fworne’t. Enter Herat h and MarccBtUa 

Hora. My Lord, my Lord- 
A<(ar . Lord Hamlet , 

Hora, Heavens fecure him- 

Ham, So be it. 

tJl'lar* Illo, ho, ho, my Lord- 

Ham, HilIo,ho, ho boy, come, and comc. 

Mar- How is*t my noble Lord ? 

Ham, O vvonderfull ! 

Good my Lord tell it. 
ff4w.No,you wiIl revealeit. 

Hera, Not I my Lord by heaven. • 

Mar. Nor I my Lord. 

Ham, How fay you then, would heart of man once thinke it ? 
But you’ll be fecret. 

Both, Ihy heaven. 

Ham, There’s never a villaine 
Dwelling in all Denmark, 

But hec’s an arrant Knave. 

Hora, There needs no Ghoft, my Lord, come from the grave 
Totelhisthis. 

Ham. Why right, you are in the right, 

And fo without more circumftance at all 
-I hold it fit that we (hake hands and part. 

You as your bufineflTe and defire (hall point you, 
tor every man hath bufincITc and defirc. 
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Such as it is, and for my owne poorc pare 
Iwillgoepray. / 

Hora. Thefe are but wild and whurling words my Lord. 

Ham. I am forry they offend you heartily, 

Yes faith heartily. 

Hera. There's no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by Saint Pa^ichhm there is Horath, 

And much offence too : touching this vifion here, 
ItisanhoneftGhoftjthatletme tell yon; 

For your delire to know what is betweene us 
Ore- maffer’t as you may: and now good friends. 

As you are friends. Scholars, arid Souldiers 
Give m^ one poore requeff. 

Hora. What is*c my Lord, we wilL 

Ham. Never makeknowne what you havefccnc tonighti 

Both.MyLordwQ will not. 

Ham. Nay but fwear't. 

In faith my Lord not I. 

Olfar. Nor I my Lord in faith. i 

Upon my fword. 

Afar. We have fworne my Lord already.- 

Ham. Indeed upon my fword, indeed. 

Ghofi cries under the fiage^ 

//^«?.Ha,ha,boy,{aiftthou fo?artthou there true* penny ? 
Gome on, youheare this fellow in the Selleridgc 
Confent to iweare. 

Hora. Propofe the oath my Lord. 

Ham. Never to Ipeake of this that you havefcenci 
Sweare by my fword* 

Cho[t. Sweare. 

Ham. Hie & ubique^ then wee’Il Ihifc our ground : 

Come hither Gentlemen 

And lay your hands againe upon my fword : 

Sweare by my Iword . 

Never to fpeake of this that you have heard; 

Chofh. Sweare by his (word. 

Ham. w cU laid old Molc,canft thou workc i'th earth fo /aft ? 

Awor- 



^rince o/Dcnmarkc. 

A worthy Pioner, once more remove good friends. : n:. ^ 
Hora. O day and night ’ but this is wondrous ftrange. 
Ham.hXid therefbreas a ftrangergive it welcome: 

There arc more things in heaven and earth Horatio 
Than are dreain't of in your Philofophy : but come. 

Here as befbre;never fo help you mercy, 

(How ftrange or oddc fo ere I bcare my felfe. 

As I perchancehereafter ftiall thinke mcetj 
To pucanantike difpofition on. 

That you at fuch times feeing me, never (ball 
With armes encombred thus , or head thus fliakYf 
Or by pronouncing of fome doubtfull phrafe. 

As, well well, we know, or we could and if we wouldf 
Or if we lift to fpcake,or there be and if they mighty ^ 

• Or fuch ambiguous giving out, to not^ 

That you know ought of me, this doefwcare. 

So grace and mercy at your moft need hclpc you. 

Ghofi. Sweare. 

H^w.Rcft,refl:,perturbed Ipirit- So Gentlemen 
With all my love I doe commend me to you. 

And what fo poore a man as Hamlet is 

May doe t'cxpreflc his love and friending to you 

God willing (hall not lackc : letusgoe in togetfaei',' 

And ftill your fingers on your lips I pray. 

The time is out of joint, O curl^ Ipighc 
That ever I was borne to fet it right ! 

Nay come, lets goc together. Exeutttm 

Enter old ^olonius with his man or two* 

Pol. Give him this money, and thefe two notes Reynaldo 
. Rey. I will my Lord. 

Pol. You (ball doe marvellous wifely, good Reynaldo^ 
Before you vifit him to make inquire 
Of hisDchaviour. 

Rey. My Lord I did intend it* 
P<?4Marriewelllaid,vcrywellfiid,lookeyou fir, 

Enauire me firft what Danskers are in Farm 
And how,and who,what means,and where they keep. 

What company,ac what cxpcnce : and finding 

Da 
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By Ais encompaffment and drift ofqueftion, 

Tnat they doc know my fon , come you more neerer 
Then your particular demands will tonehit. 

Take you as’t were feme diftant knowledge of him. 

As thus, I know his father, and his friends. 

And in part him ; Doe you marke this RejnMo . 

Rej. I, very well my Lord. 

^ol And in part him,but you may fay not we% 

But if it be he I meane hec’s very wilde, 

Addided fo and fo, and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleafe, marry none forankc 
As may diflionour him, take heed ofthat ; 

But fir, fuch wanton, wild, and uliiall flips 
As are companious noted and moft knowne 
To youth and liberty. 

As gaming my Lord. 

I, or drinking, fencing, fwearing. 

Quarrelling, drabbing, you may goe fo farre. 

Rej , My Lord, that would diflionour him* 

?ol. Faith as you may (eafon it in the charge. 

Y ou muft not put another fcandall on him. 

That he is open to incontinency, 

Thads not my meaning, but breath his faults fo quaintly. 
That they may feeme the taints of liberty. 

The flafh and out-breake ofa fiery mind, 

A favagenefle in unreclaimed blood ^ ; 

Ofgenerallaflaulr. "S. T 

P<^.But my good Lord. 

*PoL}N hereforc Should you doc this ? 

I my Lord, I would know that. , r 

ToL Mafry >1^ here*s;my V* 
And Ibeleeve it is a fetch ofwitv^- ; - • 

You laying thefe fleight fullies on rny fonne. 

As ’twerc a thing a little (bird with working, 

Mark y ou,your party in eonverfe,he you would found. 
Having ever feene in thd^prenominate crimes 
The youth yon bfcathof guilty, be afliir'd ' 

He clofcs with vou in this coi^auence ; 
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Good fir (or fo) or fi:iend, or Gentleman, 

According to the phrafe or the addition 
Ofmanandcountrey; 

^d thoTfir'd^^ a this, a does :what was I about to fay ? 
By the Malfe 1 was about to fay (bmething, 

W here did 1 -leave ? 

Rey.ht clofesin the confequence. 

Pol. At clofes in the confcquence ; I marry, 

He doles thus, I know the Gentleman 
I faw him yefterday, or th’other day. 

Or then, or then, with (iich or fuch, and,as youlay. 

There was a gaming there, or tooke in s rowfe. 

There fallingouc at Tennis, or perchance 
I faw him enter fuch and fuch a houfe of fale, 
F#^^^r^^^aBrothell,orfoforth. See you now, 

“ Your bait of falfhood takes this carpepf truth. 

And thus doe we of vvifdomc and of reach. 

With windleffes, and with eflayes of byas. 

By indire 6 ls finde direftions out : 

So by my former Le£fure and advice 

Shall you my fonne. You have me, have you not ? 

%ey. My Lord I have. 

ToL God buy ye, fare ye well. 

Rey. Good my Lord. 

^ol\ Obferve his inclination in your felfe. 

IfhallmyLord. 

sPoL And let him ply his Muficke. 

Rey. Well my Lord. Exit Rey. 

Enter Ofhelia* 

Pi>/.Farwell.How now Of what’s the matter? 

Ofh.O my Lord,my Lord,!- have bin fo affrighted. 

Polo. With what i’th name of God ? 

Ofhel. My Lord as I was fowing in my Clofet, 

Lord Hamlet with his doublet alTimbrac’d, 

No hat upon his head his fiockins foul’d, 

Ungartred, and downe gyved to his ankle, 

Pale as his fliirt^ his knees knocking each other, 

D 3 And 
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'And with a lookefo piteous in putp^^ 

As if he had beene loofed out of hell 
To (peakeofhorrorS)he comes before me* 

Pol. Mad for thy love ? 

Ophel. Uy Lord I dc^ not kno.Y, 

But truely I doe feare it. 

/^(^/.Whatfaidhe? 

Ophel. He took me by the wrift, and held me hard, 
Then goes he to the length of all his arme, 

And with hisother hand thus ore his brow 
He falls to fuch peruiall of my face 
As a would draw it ; long ftaid he fo. 

At laft, a little (baking of mine arme. 

And thrice his head thus waving up and dovvne. 

He raifed a figh fo piteous and profound 
As it did leeme to (hatter all his bulke^ 

And end his being ; that done, he lets me goe. 

And with his head over his (boulders turn’d 
Hee feem’d to finde his way without his eyes ; 

For out of doores he went without their helpes. 

And to the M bended their light on me. 

PoL Come, goe with me, 1 will goe (eeke the King, 
This is the very extaficof lovej 
W hofe violent property forgoes it felfe, 

And leads the will to de(*perate undertakings. 

As oft as any paflions under heaven 
That docs afflid our natures: I am (brrie; 

W hat ? have yon given him any hard words of late ? 

Ophel. No my good Lord, but as you did command, 
I didrepell his letters, and deni’d 
His acceife to me. 

Pol. That hath made him mad : 

I am forrie that with better heed and judgement 
I had not coated him ; I fear’d he did but trifle. 

And meant to wrack thee, but bc(brcw my jealouficj 
By heaven it is as proper to our age 
To call: beyond our felves in our opinions. 

As it is common for the younger fort 
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To lackcdifcr-tion : Come, goe we^othe Kmg, 

This muft be knowne, which being kept clofc might m ve 

More gtiefe to hide , than hate to utter love. 

^ ° Exemt. 

ThmiSh. EnurKingAniQueencM^ncrAUS and 
Gmldenfterat* ^ 

Kir 9 . Welcome deare Ro^encYnus and GuildenJterncj 
Moreover, that we much did long to fee you. 

The need we have to uie you did provoke 
Ourhaftie fending. Something you have heard 
Oi Hamlets transformacr n, fo I call it, 

Sith nor th exterior, nor the inward man 
Refemblesthat it was :whatit(bouldbc 
More than his fathers death, that thus hath put him 
So much fromthe nnderflanding of himfeifc 
Icannot dreame of: 1 entreat youboth, - 
That being of fo young dayes brought up'Witn hrm, 

And fith lo neighboured to his youth and haviour. 

That you vouchfafe your re(^ here in our Court 
Some little time, fo oy your companies 
To draw him on to pleaSires and to gather 
So much as from occaf.on you may gleane. 

Whether ought to ns unknown affl ids him thus > 

That open’d lyes within our remedy. 

Que Good Gentlemen, he hath much talkt of you, 
And^lbre I am two men there are not living 
To whom he more adheres ; if it will picafe you 
To (bew us (b much gentry and good wil 1> 

As to expend your rime with us a while 
For the fupply and profit of our hope, 

Y our vifitation fhould receive (uch chankes 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

Pof. Both your Majefties 

M’ght by the Soveraigne power you have of us . 

Put your dread plealures more-into cominand 
Than tointreary. 

But we both obey. 

And heregive up our Iclvcs in the full bene 
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To lay ourfervicc freely at your feet. 

Kif7g Thanks Rofencraw and gentle Gmldenflcrn. 
0 «(f.Tbanks Gui/defjfiern, znd gchtkRofencraus. 
Ibeleech youinftantly tovifit 
My too much changed fonne : goe feme of you 
And bring thefe Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

CtiiL Heavens make our prcfence and our praftices 
Pleafint and helpfull to him. 

Queen. Amen. Exeunt Rof >and GuiU 

Enter R olonius , 

P<?/.Th’Embafladors from Norys^^jym^ good Lord> 

Are joyfully return’d. 

King, Thou ftil haft bin the Father of good newes. 

^oL Have I my Lord ? I afl'ure my good Liege 
I hold my duty as I hold my foule> 

Both to my God and to my graciousKing : 

And I doe thinke, or elfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the tray le ot policie lb (ure 
As it hath us’d to doe, that I have found 
The very caufe of Hamlets lunacie. k 

King. O fpeake of that, that doe I long to heare. 

Fol. Give firft admittance to the EmbalTadors, 

My newes (ball be the fruit to that great feaft. 

King. Thy felfe doe grace to them,& bring them in* 

He tels me, my Gertrude he hath found 
The head and fource ofalJ your fonnes diftemper. 

Quee, I doubt it is no other but the mainc. 

His fathers death, and our haftie marriage. 

Enter Smbajfadors% 

King. W ell,we fhall lift him : welcome my good friends ; 
Say Voltemand^\\2!i from our brother Norway ^ 

Vol. Moft faire returnc of greetings and defires ; 

Upon our firft he lent out to fupprefle 
HisNephewes levies, which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation ’gainft the PoUac^^ 

But better lookt into, he truly found 
It was againft your Highnefle ; whereat griev’d 
That fo his ficknefle, age, and impotence 
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Was falfly borne in hand, fends out arrefts 
On Fortenhrajfcy which hein briefe obaye& 

Receives rebuke from Norway y and in fine. 

Makes vow before his uncle nevermore 
Togive th’aflay of armes againft your Majcftie : 

W hereon old Norway overcome with joy 
Gives him threelcore thouland crowns in annual fc^ 
And his Commiffion,toimpIoy thofe Souldicrs 
So levied as before, againft the H^ollack^^ 

With an entreaty herein further fliowne, 

'That it might pleafe you to give quiet pafle 
Through your dominions for this enterprize 
Onfuch regards oflafcty and allowance 
As herein are fet downe. 

King. It likes us well. 

And at our more confidered time wee’ll read, 
Anfwer, and thinke upon this bufineffe : 

Meane time we thank you for your well took labour, 
Goe to your reft, at night weeTl feaft together : 

Moft welcome home. Exeunt Embajf^dors9 

l^ol This bufineffe is well ended. 

My Liege and Madam, toexpoflulatfe 
W hat majeflie Ibould be, what duty is. 

Why day is day, night night, and time is time, 

W ere nothing but to wafte night, day, and time ; 
Therefore brevitie is the Ibule of wit. 

And tedioufneffe the limbes and outward flonrilhes: 
I will be briefe : your noble fonne is mad. 

Mad call lit, for to define true madneffe, 

Whafr is’tbut to be nothing elfebut mad ^ 

But let that goe. 

Quee. More matter with leffe art. 

Tol. Madam I fweare I ufe no art at all. 

That hee’s mad ’tis true, ’tis true, ’tis pitty, 

And pitty ’cis ’tjs true, a foolilh figure, 

But farewell it, for I will ufe no art ; 

Mad let us grant him then, and now remaines 
That we finde out the caufe of this effed, 

D 
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Or rather fay the caufe of this defcft> 

For this effc-ft defedHve comes by caufe : 

Thus it remaines, and the remainder thus. 

Perpend. 

I have a daughter^ have while (he is mine> 

Who in her duty and obedience, marke. 

Hath given me this ; now gather and furmife. 

TotheCelefliAllytnyfoHlesJdolUthemofi beautified Ophelia. 
That's an illjhrafe^a vile f hr afe, beautified is a vile phrafie: but 
you Jhall heare^thus in her excellent \white bofomeyThefe ^&c* 
^e en. Came this from Hamlet lobcx ? 

T^ol. Good Madam ftay a while J will be faithful!. 

Doubt thou the fiarres are fire^ Letter. 

Doubt that the funne doth movcy 
Doubt truth to be a Ij/er^ 

But never doubt Hove. 

O dears Ophelia lam ill at thefe numbers , I have not Art to 
reckon my groanesi but that I love thee befty O mojl bejl beleeve 
it : Adteu, Thine evermore mofl dcare Lady ywhilejl thia 
mach tne is to him^ Hamlet. 

PoL This i n obedience hath my daughter (howne me. 

And more about have hisfolicitings. 

As they fell out by time, by meanes,and place, 

All given to mine eare. 

King, But how hath flie receiv’d his love ? 

Pol. What doe you think e of me ? 

King. Asoi a man faithfull and honourable. 

PoL I would faine prove fb ; but what mi^ht you thinke 
When I had feene this hot love on the wing, 

As I perceiv’d it f I muft tell you that) 

Before my daughter told me ; what might you 
Or my deare Majeftie your Queen here thinke. 

If 1 had plaid the deske,or Table-booke, 

Or given my heart a winking, mute and dumbe. 

Or lookt u^n this love with idle fight. 

What might you thinke? noj went round to workc. 

And my young Mifireflc thus T didbefpeakc: 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy ipherc. 

This muft not be : and then I precepts gave her. That 
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That flie (hould locke her fclfe from his teiOTt, 

Admit no meflengers, receive no tokens. 

Which done, (he tooke the fruits of my advice , ^ 

And he repelfd^ a fhort tale to make, 

Fellinto a fadneffe, then into a Faft, 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weaknefle. 

Thence to a Iightnc(fe,and by this declenfion 
Into the madneffe wherein now hcraves* 

And all we mourne ftjr. 

Kiug^ Doe you thinke ’tis this ? 

It may be very likely. 

Pol. Hath therebeenfech a time> I would faincktlO W that, 

That I have pofitively &idj ’tis fo. 

When it prov’d otherwife ? 

/<:/»^.Not that I know. 

Pol. Take this from this , if thisbe otherwife a 

If circumftanccs lead me, I will finde 

Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Centre. 

King. How may we try it further ? 

Pol. You know fometimes he walkcs fburc hourcs together 
Here in the Lobby. 

Queen. So he does indeed : 

Pol. At (uch a time lie loofe my daughter to him, 

Be you and I behind the Arras then, 

Marke the encounter; if he love her not. 

And be not from his reafon felne thereon. 

Let me be no affiftant for a State, 

But keep a Farmeand Carters. 

King. We will try it. Enter HAmlet. 

Slueen, But look where fadly the poore wretch comes reading. 
PoL Away ,1 docbefecch you both away. Exit King and 

He board him prefently .Oh give me leave. Queen. 

How does my good Lord Hamlet t 
Ham. W ell, God a mercy. 

Pol. Doe you know me, my Lord ? 

Ham . Excellent well, you arc a Fiftimonger. 

Pt?/. Not I my Lord. 

E z Ham * 
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JJ/jw.Thenl would you were fo honcft a mitk.' 

5 >#/.Honeft my Lord? 

jHW*«r.Ifir,tobehoneftas this world goes 
Is to be one man pkkt out often thoufand. 

!?>«/. That’s very true my L<»d. 

Hrfw. For if the Sunne breed maggots in a dead dogge,bemga 
good killing carrion.. Have you a daughter ? 

/’e/.IbavcmyLord. . , 

. Let her not walke i’th Sun, concepgon is a blefling. 

But as your daughter may conceive, frie nd looke to’t. 

P«/. How fay you by that ? dill harpingon my daughter, yet he 
knew me not at firft.a faid I was a fi(h-monger,a is &gone ; and 
truly in my youth I luffered much extremity for love , very nearc 
this ; lie fpeake to him againe. What doe you read my Lord ? 

Bam. Words, words, words. 

Ptf/. What is the matter my Lord ? 

Bam. Betwecne who ? - . j 

p«/. I meane the matter that you read my Lord." 

Bam. Slanders fir : for the Satyricall Rogue faics here,that old 
mcnhave gray beards, that their faces are wrinkled, their eyes 
purging thicke Amber, and Plum-tree Sum, and that they have a 
pl^timll lacke of wit, together with moft weake hams, all which 
fir though I moft powerfully andpotentlybeleeve, yeti hold it 
not honeftie to have it thus fct downe, for your felfc fir lhall grow 
old, as T am, if like a crab you could goe backward. 

Fa/. Though thisbe madnelfe , yet there is method in t, will 
you walke out oftheaire my Lord? ^ 

PA«>w. Into my grave. 

Pc/. Indeed that’s out oftheaire; how pregnant fometimes 
bis replyes are ? a happines that often madnes hits on, which rca- 
fon and lanftitie could not fo happily be delivered of I wilHeave 
him and my daughter. My Lord I will take my leave of you. 

Bam. You cannot take finrn me any thing that I will not more 
willingly part withall, except my life, except my life, except my 
life. En/er gtiildcnfierne a»d Rafetteratu, 

Fal. Fare you well my Lord. 

Bam. Thefc tedious old fooles. 

F*l. You gocto fceke the Lord Bamlet, there he is. 

Raff 
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God fave your fir. 

Cttil. My honoured Lord. 

Ah Rofencram good lads how doe youboth ? 

Rof. As theindifferent children ofthe earth. 

C»yl. Happy in that we are not ever happy on fortunes cap. 

We are not the very button. 

Nor the foies of her fliooe. 

SfSnyoufiveiout her waft, orin the middle ofher fa- 

GuyL Faith her privates wc. « o • 

Ham. In the fecrct parts offortune^oh moft true^meis a ftrum- 

the worlds growne honeft. (true. 
Ham. Then is Doomef-day neere ; but yOur newes is not 
But in the beaten way of friend(hip,what make you at E/Jetsour . 

7^<?/Tovifityoumy Lord^no other occafion. t u r 

. Ham.Bcaacv that I am, I am even poore in thanks,but I thank 

you, and fure deare friends my thanks are too deare a halte-peny : 
were you not fent for ? i s it your owne inclining ? is it a tree vilita- 
tion ? come, come, deale juft ly with me, eome, come, nay ipeakc- 
Guyl. What fhould we fay my Lord ? 

H4«?.Any thing, but to’thpurpofe, yon were lent for, and twre 
is a kind of confemon in your lookes , which your modefties have 
not craft enough to colour I know the good King and Queenc 
have fent for you. 

Rof. To what end my Lord ? 

Ham. That you muft teach me :but let me conjure youby the 
r!ght»ofourfellowftiips,bythc conionancyof our youth, by the 
obligation ofdur ever . preferved love , and by what more deare a 
better propofer can charge you withall , bee even and dire£l with' 
me whether you were fent for or no . 

Rof. What fay you ? l j ir 

JJam^zy then I have an eie of you,if you love nae hold not oflr. 

€nyL My Lord we were fent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why, lb (ball my anticipation prevent your 
difcovery, and youc fccrecy to the King and C^een moult no fea- 
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ther tlhavcof late, but wherefore I know not, loft allm5rmfrth, 
for-^one all cuftome of exetcifes;and indeed it goes fo heavily with 
my^difpolition, that this goodly frame the earth feemes tomcea 
fterill promontoric ; thismoft excellent Canopie the aire, looke 
you, this brave ore-hanged firmament, this majefticall roofe fret- 
ted with golden fire, why it appeareth nothing to me but a foule 
andpettilent congregation of vapours. Whatapicceaworkeis 
man ! how noble in realbn how infinite in faculties ! in forme and 
moving how exprefle and admirable! inadion how like an An- 
gel ! in apprehenfion how like a God 1 the beauty of the world,thc 
paragon of animals;& yet to me what is this quinteflence of duft ? 
man delights not me, nor woman neither, though by your ftniling 

youfeemetolay lb. 

Jlaf. My Lord there was no fuch ftuffe in my thoughts. 

J/W»».Why did ye laugh then,when I laid man delights not me? 

Kef.To thinke my Lord, if you delight not in man,what Lenten 
entertainment thePlaicrs (hall receive from you, we coated them 
on the way, and hither are they comraing to offer you fervicc. 

JIam.He that playes the King (hall be welcome, his Majeftia 
fiiallhavetributeofmee, the adventurous Knight (hallufe his 
foy le and target, the lover ftiaJl not figh gratis, the humorous n. n 
Iball end his part in peace, and the Lady (hall fay her mind freely, 
or the blanke verfc (ball halt for’t. W hat players are they ? 

-!?<»/. Even thofe you were wont to take fuch delight iiiithe Tra- 
gedians of the City. 

H/tw. How chances it they travell? their refidcnce both in re- 
putation and profit was better both wayes. 

Hof, I thinke their inhibition comes by the meanes of the late 
innovation. 

Ifam. Doe they hold the fame eftimation they did when I was 
in the City Pare they fb followed? ^ 

No indcedjthey are not. 

is not very ftrange ; for my uncle is King of Dennrark, 
and thofe that would make mouthes at him while my father lived, 
give twenty, forty, fifty,a hundred duckets a peece for his piflure 
in little :s’blood there is Ibmcthing in this more than naturall, if 
Philofophy could finde it out. AFlonrijh. 

ChU. There arc the players* 

Ham, 
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Ham Gentlemen you are welcome to your hands: 

come t hen th’appurtcnance of welcome is albion and ceremo- 
ny, let me comply with you in this garbe, left 
pliers, which I tell you muft (hew fairly 

appeare like entertainment thah yours ; you are w^*come . but 
my Uncle -father and Aunt-mother are deceived. 

Si uSut when the wind is Sou- 

therly I know a hawke froma hand- law. 

Enter Polonitu. 

Pol. W ell be with you Gentlemen. 

H.^^.Harke you Gujldenfiern,md you too, at each eare a hea- 
rer,that great baby as you fee is not yet out ofhis fwadling clouts. 
Ref. Happely he is the fecond time come to them, for they lay 

an old man is twice a child. „ r u m ...» 

Ham. I will prophecie that he comes to tell me of the Players, 
markeit : You fay right fir, a Munday morning ’twas then indeed. ^ 
Pel. My Lord I have newes to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord I have newes to tell you : when RoJJine was an 
After in Rome. 

Fol. The Aftors are come hither my Lord. 

Ham, BuZyhm. 

PoL Upon mine honour. ^ 

Then came each After onhisafle. 

U’oL The beft Aftors in the world,either for Tragedy, Comedy, 
Hiftory, Paftorall, Paftorall-Comicall, Hiftorical-Paftorall fcene 
indevidable, or Poem unlimited : Seneca cannot beetooh^vie, 
nor Plant 114 too light for the law of writ and the liberty ; thefe are 

Judge of Iftacl what a treafure^dft thou? 

Pol, What a treafure had he my Lord ^ 

* Ham. Why onefaire daughter and no more, the which hee lo- 
ved pa (ling well. 

^oL Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Am I not f th right old Jeptha ? 

Pol. What fbllowes then my Lord ? 

Ham. Why as by lot God wor , and then you know it came to 
pafle,asmoft like it was : thefirtt row of the pans chanlbn will 
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Anew you more, for looke where ray abridgement comes. 

Enter the Tlajers^ 

Ham ^ow are welcome mafters, welcome all , I am glad to fee 
thee well, welcome good friend§ ; oh old friend ! why thy face is 
valanc’d fince I faw thee laft , com’ft thon to beard mee in Den^ 
marke f what my young Lady and Miftrefle 1 my Lady your Ladi- 
fliip is neercr to heaven than when I faw you Lift by the altitude 
of a.chopine, pray God your voice, like a peece of uncurranc gold, 
be not crackt within the ring ; mafters you are all welcome, wec'il 
e en to*t like friendly Faukners , fiye at any thing wee fee, wee*ll 
have a fpeech ftrait , come give us a tafte of your quality, come a 
paftionate fpeech. 

Player^ What fpeech my good Lord? 

Ham, I heard thee fpeake me a fpeech once,butit was never a- 
^ed, or ifit was, not above once, fof the play I remember pleafed 
not the million, ’twas caviary to the generall, but it was as I recei- 
ved it and others , whole juagements in fech matters cried in the 
cop of mine , an excellent play , vvell digefted in the feenes, fee 
downe with as much modefty as cunning. I remember one faid 
there were no fellets in the lines to make the matter favoury, nor 
nomatter in the phrafe that might indite the author of affedion, 
but caird it an honeft method, as wholefome as fweet, and by very 
much more handfbme than fine ; one fpeech in'e I chiefly lovea, 
'twas ^yEneae talke to and thereabout of it efpecially when 

he fpeakes of Priams (laughter, ifit live in your memory begin at 
this line,let me fee. Jet me fee,the rugged Pyrrhm like th’ircanian 
Beaft, nsnotit begins with Pj'rr A The rugged Pj'rr^^Wjhec 
whofe (able armes, 

Blacke as his purpofe did the night referable. 

When he Jay couched in th’ominous horfe, 

Hath now his dread and blacke completion fmear’d 
W ith Heraldry more difmall head to foot : 

Now is he total! Gules, horridly trickt 

AV ith blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fonnej, 

Bak*d and embafted with the parching ftreets. 

That lend a tyrannous and a damned light 
To their Lords murder, rofted in wrath and firc^ 

And thusore-cifed with coagulate gore, 

With 
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with eyes like Carbuncle, the hellifh T^yrthm 
Old granfire Priam feekes 5 fo proceed you. 

P^ 7 -/.Fore God my Lord well lpoken,wit h good accent good 

y/sf/. Anon he finds him ^ fdilcretion# 

Striking too fliorc at Greekes, his anticke fword 
Rebellious to his arme, lyes where it falls. 

Repugnant to command ; unequall matcht, 

Pyrrhus at Priam drives , in rage ftrikes wide. 

But with the whiffe and windc of his fell (word 
Th’unnerved father falls. 

Seeming to feele this blow, with flaming top 
Stoops to his bafe, and with a hideous cralh 
Takes prifbner Pyrrhus eare : for loehis fword> 

Which was declining on the milky head 
Ofreverent feem’d i'th ayre to ftickc. 

So as a painted tyrant Pyrrhus flood, 

Likea neutrall to his willand matter. 

Did nothing: 

But as we often fee againft feme florme, 

A filence in the heavens,thc rackes ftand ftill. 

The bold windfpeechlefle ,and the orbe below 
As hu(h as death,anon the dreadfull thunder 
Doth rend the region : fo after Pyrrhus pawfe, 

A rowfed vengeance fets him newaworkc. 

And never did the Cyclops hammers fall, 

On Mars his armour, forg’d for proofe eterne, 

W ith lefle remorfe than Pyrrhus bleeding (word 
Now falls on Priam, 

Out, out, thou ftrumpet Fortune ! all you gods 
Ing^erallfynod take away her power, 

Breake all the (pokes and felloes from her wheelc. 

And boute the round nave downe the hill ofheaven, 

As low as to the fiends* 

Pol- This is too long. 

Ha. It (hall to the Barbers with your beard : prethee fay on, he’s 
fbr^ a jigjor a tale of bawdry, or he deeps ; fay on, come to Hecuba, 
Ay .But who, ah woe had fecne tne mobled Q^cene* 
^am-Uhs, mobled Queene ! 

] F Peh. 
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Toh* That*sgood. 

P/47. Run barefoot 
WithBifonrhumc,a< 

Where late the diadem ftood, and for a robe, 

About her lanke and all ore-teamed loynes, 

A blanket in the alarme of feare caught up. 

Who this had fecne, with tongue in venome fteepr^ 

'Gainft fortunes ftate would treafon have pronounc'd : 

But if the gods themfelves did fee her then. 

When (liefaw Pyrrhus make malicious fporc 
In mincing with his fword her husbands limbes, 

The inftant burftof clamor that flie made, 

UnlelTe things mortall move them not at all, 

W ould have made milch the burning eyes of heaven, 

And paffioninthegods, 

PoL Lcoke where he has not turned his colour, and has t cares 
in's eyes : prethee no more. 

P/^iw.'Tjs well. He have thee fpeake out the reft of this foonej 
Good my Lord doe you -lee the Players well beftowed, doe you 
heare, let them be well ufed , for they are the abftra61: andbnefe 
Chronicles ofthe time; after your death you were better have a 
bad Epitaph, than their ill report while you live. 

My Lord I will ufe them according to their defert. 

Ham.Gods bodkin man much better, ufe every man after his 
defert, and who fhall fcape whipping Pule them after your owne 
honour and dignity , the leffethey defervc the more merit is in 
your bounty : Take them in. 

P<f/. Come firs. 

Ham, Follow him friends, wee'll heare a play to morrow ; doeft 
thou heare me old friend, can you play die murder of Gonz,a£9 ^ 

P lay. Imyl/ycd. 

Ham. W ce'll hav’t to morrow night : you could for need ftudy 
a Ipeech of fome dofen lines, or fixteene lines , whic}:| I would fee 
downe and infert in'c, could you not ? 

I my Lord. 

JF/4f».Vcry wclIrfbllowthatLord, and looke you mocke\hmi 
not. My good friends, He leave you till night, you arcwckx^mc 
iQplfinonr* Exchk( P^l^nndV layers^ 



up and downe, threatning the flames^ 
clout upon that head 
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Xef.Good my Lord. Exit, 

Ham- 1 fo, God buy to you ; now am I alone. 

0 what a Rogue and pefant flaveam I ! 

Is it not monftrous that this Player here 
But in a fiftion, in a dreamc of paflion. 

Could force his foulcib to his owne conceit# 

That from her working all the vifage wand, 

Teares in his eyes, diftraftion in's afpeft, ^ 

A broken voice, and bis whole funftion luting 
With formes to his conceit, and all for nothings 
For Hecuba ^ 

What's Hecuba to him,or he to her. 

That he fhould weep for her ? what would he doa 
Had he the motive, and that for palTion 
That I have ? he would drown the ftage with tearcs# 
And cleave the generall care with horrid fpccch. 
Make mad the guilty, and appeale the free. 
Confound the ignorant ,ana amaze indeed 
The very faculties of eyes and cares j yet I, 

A dull and muddy mcticd raskall,peake 
Like J<?^»-a-dreames, unpregnant of my caufe# 

And can fey nothing, no not for a King, 

Upon whole property and moft dcarc fife 
A damn'd defeat was made : am I a coward? 

Who calls me villainc, breakes my pate acrofle, 
Pluckes oft' my beard, and blowes it in my face, 
Twekes me by'ch nofe, gives me the lye i'th throat 
As deep as to the lungs ? who docs me this ? 

Hah ?s* wounds I fhould cake it, for it cimnot be 
But I am pigeon liver’d, and lacke gall 
To make oppreffion bitter, or ere this 

1 fhould have fatted all the region Kites 
With this (laves offall : blouoy,baudy villainc, 
Remorflefre,trecherous, lecherous, kindlcfle villain^ 
W hy what an Affe am I ? this is moft brave, 

That I the fonne of a deare father murthered. 
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 

Muft like a whore unpackc my heart with words. 




T7;« Tragedy Hamlet 

And fall a curling like a very drabbe, ftallion, fie upon’r, foil. 

About my braities> hum, Uiave heard 

That guilty creatures fitting at a Play 

Have by the very cunning ot the Scene 

Beene ftrooke fo to the ibule, that prelently 

They have proclaim’d their malefailions : 

For murthcr though it have no tongue will fpeake 
With moft miraculous organ. He have thefe Players 
Play fomethifig like the murthcr of my father 
Before mine uncle : lie obferve his lookes. 

He tent him to the quicke? if a doe blench 
I know my courle. Thefpirit that 1 have feene 
May be a divell, and the divell hath power 
T’aflume a pleafing fliapcj yea and perhaps 
Out of my weakneffc and my melancholly> 

As he is very potent with (uch fpiritSa 
Abufes me to damne me': He have grounds 

More relative than this> the Play ’s the thing 

Wherein He catch the confcience of the King. Exit, 

Enter King, QueenCy PeloniuSy Ofheliay Pofenerms, guy I- 
denBerne^ Lords, 

King, Andean you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this confufion. 

Grating fo hardily all his daies of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunaeje ? 

Rof, He does confefle he feeles himfelfe diftrafted. 

But from what caufe he willby no meancs (peake. 

<j»j/.Nor doe we find him forward to be founded^ 

^ But with a crafty madneflekeepes aloofe 

W hen we would bring him on to feme confcffion 
Ofhistrueeftate. 

hereceiveyou well ? 

Rof. Moft like a Gentleman. 

Cuyl. But with much forcing of his dif^fition# 

Rof Niggard of queftion, but of our demands 
Moft free in his reply. 
j^^f^.DidyoualTayhim coanypaftime? 

Rof Madam, it fo fell out that ccrtainc Players 
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Weore'raughtontheway,ofthcre wetoldhim, 

And there did feeme in him a kind of joy-^ 

To heare ofit ; they are here about the Courtt 
And as I thinke they have already order 
This night to play before him. 

/'o/.Tis molt true, . 

And he befeecht me to entreat your MajefticS 
To heare and fee the matter. 

. With all my heart. 

And it doth much content me. 

To heare him lb inclin’d : 

Good Gentlemen give him a farther edge. 

And drive his purpofe into thefe delights. 

Kef. W e fhall my Lord. Exeunt Ref& 

King. Sweet Gertrard leave us two. 

For we have clolely fent for Hamlet hither. 

That he as ’twere by accident may here 
Affront Ofhelia 5 her father and my felfe. 

Wee’ll lb bellow our felves,that feeing unfeenc 
W e may of their encounter frankly judge. 

And gather by him as he is behav’d. 

If ’the th’affliclion of his love or no 
That thus he fufters for. • 

Quee, I {ball obey you ; 

And for my part Ophelia I doe wifh 
That your good beauties be the happy caufe 
Hamlets wildncffeffo (ball I hope your vertues 
Willbring him to his wonted way againe, 

To both your honours. 

Ophel. Madam, I wifh it may . 

Eel. Ophelia walk you here : gracious fo pleafe you 
Wewillbeflow our felves ; read <mi this Booke, 
Thatlbewoffuchan cxercife may colour 
Your lonelineffe : we are oft to blame in this, 

’ris too much prov’d, that with devotions vilage. 
And pious aflion we doc liigar o’re 
The divell himfelfe. 

A’iw-.O’tis too true; 
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How fnc^irt a laflathat fpeech.A^th give my confeienoe 
The harfes cheekebcautied with plaftring art. 

Is not more ugly to the thing that hclpes it. 

Than is my deed to my moft painted word : 

G heavie burden ! E?jter HamUt, 

PoL I heare him comming, withdraw my Lord. 

Hdm. To be, or not to be, that is the queftion. 
Whether ’tis nobler in the mind toluffer 
The flings and arrowes ofoutragious fortune. 

Or to take armes againft a fea of troubles. 

And by oppofing end them : To dye to fleepc 
No more ; and by a fleepe to fay we end 
The heart- ake, and thedroufandnaturallfliockes 
That flefli is heire to ; \is a confuramation 
Devoutly to be vviflit, to dye to fleepe. 

To fleep perchance to dreamc, I there’s the rub, 

For inthat fleepof death what dreames may come# 
W hen we have fliuffled off this mortall coy Ic 
Muft give us paufe, there’s the refpefl: 

That makes calamity of fo long life : 

For who would beare the whips and (comes of time, 
Th’oppreffors wrong, the proud mans contumely. 
The pangs of defpifed lov«, and the Lawes delay. 
The infoJence of office, and the (purnes 
That patient merit of th’unworthy takes. 

When as himfelfe might his Quiet hs ni^e 
W ith a bare bodkin ^ who would fardels beare. 

To grunt and (vveat under a weary life ? • 

But that the dread of Ibmething after death. 

The undiftover’d Countrey, from whofe borne 
No traveller retumes, puzzels the will 
And makes us rather beare thofc ills we have. 

Than fiye to others that we know not of. 

Thus confcience does make cowards. 

And thus the native hiew ofrefolution 
Is fickhed ore with the pale caft of thought : 

And enterprifes ofgreat pitch and moment. 

With this r^ard their currents turnc awry, 
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And lofe the name of aftion. Soft you now, 

Thefaire Ophelia, Nimphin thy Orizons ? 

Be all my iins rcrr.embred ? 

Ophel. Good my Lord, 

How docs your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham . I humbly thanke you, well. 

OpA#/.My Lord I have remembrances of yours. 

That I have longed.long to re-deliver, 

I pray you now receive them. 

J/;tfOT,No,not I, I never gave you ought. 

Ophel. My honour’d Lord, you know right wellyou did, 
Andwiththem wordsoffofweet breath compofed 
As made thefe things more rich : their perfume loft. 

Take thefe againe : for to the noble minde 

Rich giftswaxepoore when givers prove unkind. 

There my Lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha, are you honeft ? 

Ophel- My Lord. 

Are you faire? 

bat meanes your Lordftiip? • 

ham. That if you bee honeft and faire , you mould admit no 
dilcourfe to your beauty. 

Ophel. Could beauty my Lord have better commerce 
Than with honeftie. 

I truly, for the power of beautic will fooner transforme 
honeftie from what k is to a baud, than the force of honeftie can 
tranflate beauty to his likcnefle ; this was fometime a Paradoxe, 
but now the time gives it proofe. I did love you once. 

Ophel. Indeed my Lord you made me bcleeve fo. 

Ham. You fliould not have bcleev d mee, for vertue cannot fo 
evacuate our old ftockc but we ftiall rcllilh.ofit : I loved you not. 
OpAf/ Iwasthcmore deceived. 

.Ham. Get thee a Nunry,why wouldft thou be a breeder of fin- 
ners ? I am my fetfe indifferent honeft,but yeti could accufe me 
of fbeh things, that it were better my mother bad not bom me ;T 
am very proud, revengefull, ambitious, with more offences at m^' 
beck than T have thoughts to put them in, imagination to give the 
fliape, or time to a<ft them in ; what Ihould fuch fellowes as I doe 

crawling 
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crawlingbetyvecne earth and heavers? we are arrant Knaves,be« 
leeve none of us, go thy waics to a Nunry. W here’s yowr father ? 

Ophel, At home my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doores be (hut upon him, 

That he may play the foole no where but in s owne houfe : 
Farewell. 

Ophel, O helpe him you fweet heavens, 

Ham.li thou doft marry,Ile give thee this plague for tfay dow- 
ry , be thou as chafte as Ice, as pure as (how, thou (bait not elcape 
calumny, get thee to a Nunry, farewell. Or if thou wilt needs mar- 
ry, marrie a foole, for wifemen know well enough what monfters 
you make of them : to a Nunry, goe, and quickly too, farewell. 

OpheL Heavenly powers reftore him. 

Ham . I have heard of your paintings well enough : God hath gi- 
ven you one face, and you make your felves another, gig and am- 
ble, and you lift you nickname Gods creatures , and make youc 
wantonnefle ignorance ,* go too,lIe no more on’t,it hath made me 
mad ; I fay we will have no moe marriages, thofe- that are married 
already all but one (hall live, the reft fhall keepe as they are : to a 
Nunriegoe. Exit. 

Ophel. O what a noble minde is here orethrowne ! 

The Courtiers, Souldiers, Scholars, eie, tongue, fword, 
Th’expeftation andRofe of the faire ftate. 

The glafle offafhion, and the mould of forme, 

Th’obferv’d of all oblervers, quite, quite downe, 

And I of Ladies moftdeje(ft and wretched, ' 

That liickt the honey of his Muficke vowes ; 

Now fee what noble and moft fovefaigne reafbn 
Like fweec bels jangled out of time, and harfli. 

That unmatcht forme and ftature of blowne youth 
Blafted with extafie. O woe is me 
T have feen what I have fecn, fee what Hee ! Exit. 

Enter King and EoUnim . 

Ktnglsy^j ^ ! his affeftions doe not that way tend. 

For what he Tpake* though it lackt forme a little. 

Was not like madnes,there*sibmcthinginhis fbnic 
Ore which his melancholy fits on brood. 

And I doc doubt the hatch and the difclole 
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Will be feme danger ; which for to prevent 

I have in quicke determination , ^ . 

Thus fet downe : he fhall with fpeed to England# 

For the demand of our negleScd tribute ; 

Haply the Seas and Countries different. 

With variable objefts (hall expell 
This fomethine fetled matter in his heart. 

Whereon his oraines ftill beating, 

Puts him thus from faftiion of himfelfc. 

What thinke you on’t ? 

It fhall doe well: ^ 

But yet I doe beleeve the origen and commencement or it 
Sprung fiom neglefted love : how now Ophelia f 
You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet laid# 

We heard it all : my Lord doe as you pleafe. 

But if you hold it fit, after the Play 

Let his Queen-mother all alone entreat him 

To fhew his griefe ; let her be round with him# 

And He be plac’d ( fo pleafe yon) in the care 
Ofall their conference : if fhe find him not. 

To England fend him, or confine him where 
Your wifdome beft fhall think. 

King. It fhall be (b, 

Madneffe in great ones muft not unmatcht goe. Exeunt • 

Enter Hamlet y and three of the Flayers . 

Ham. Speake the fpeech I pray you as I pronounc d it to you# 
trippingly on the tongue; but if you mouth it, as many of our 
Players do, I had as lieve the Towne-crier fpokc my lines: nor do 
not law the aire too much with your hand#thus, but ufe all gently; 
for in the very torrent tempeft, and, as I may fay , whirle- wind of 
your paflion you muft acquire and beget a temperance that niay 
giveit fmoothneffc : O it offends mce to the Ibule to hcare a ro- 
buftiousPerwig-pared fellow tcare a paffion to totters, to very 
rags, to Ipleet the eares of the ground-lings, who for the moft part 
are capable of nothing but inexplicable dumbe fhewes and noife: 
I would have fech a fellow whipt for ore-doing Termagant,it out- 
Herods Herody pray you avoid it. 

Play, I warrant your honour. 
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not too tame neither, but let your own dilcretion be 
your tutor; fiitetheaftiontothe word, the word to tbeaftion, 
with thisfpeciallobfervance , that you ore-ftep not the modeftic 
of Na cure ; For any thing fo ore-done is from the purpofe of play- 
ing, whofe end both at firft, arid now,vvas and is, to hold as 'twere 
the Mkrour up to nature , to fliew vertue her feature , fcorne her 
owne image, and the very age and body of the time his forme and 
preHure : now this over-done, or come tardy of, though it makes 
the unbkilfull laugh, cannot but make the judicious grieve; the 
cenfure of which one muftin your allowance orc-weigh a whole 
Theater of others. O there be Players that I have feene play, and 
heard others praife,and that highly, not to fpeakit profanely, chat 
neither having the accent of Chriftians? nor the gate ofChriftian, 
Pagan, nor man,have fo ftnitted and bellowed, that 1 have thought 
Ibme of Natures Journy-m^n had made men, and not made them 
well, they imitated humanicy lb abominably. 

. P/aj.l hope we have reformed that indifferently with us. 

Ham.O reforme it altogether: and let thofe that play your 
Clownes fpeake no more than is fet dovvne for them , for there be 
of them that will themfelves laugh, to fet on feme quantitieof 
barren fpc6lators to laugh too, though in the meanecimefome 
neceffary queftion of thcPIay be then to be conlidered : that’s vil- 
lanous , and H'lewes a moft pitifull ambition in the Foole that u- 
fes it :goe, make you ready. How now my Lord? will the King 
heare this piece of worke ? 

Enter P olonius^<jHjlienfl€rne^ani Rofencram^* 

Pol And the Queene too, and that prefently. 

Ham. Bid the Players make hafle.Will you two help to haften 
Rof, I my Lord. Exeunt thofe two* ( them* 

Ham. What hoe, Horatio ? 

Hora. Herefweet Lord, at your fervice. 

Ham. Horatioy thou art een as juft a maJB 
As ere my converlation cop’c withaJl. 

Hora . O my dcare Lord . 

K^w.Nay,doe not thinke I Barter, 

For what advancement may I hope from thee 

That no revenue haft but thy good fpirits 

T© feed and death thee ? why (hould the poor be flattered ^ 

N<^ 



c/ Dcnmarke^ 

let the candied tongue licke abiurd pompC» 

And aooke the pregnant hinges of the knee 
Where thrift may follow fawning : doeft thou hcarc ? 
Since my dcare Ibule vyas Miftris of her choice, 

And could of men diftinguifti her ele£fion, 

Sh’ach fcal’d thee for her Iclfc: for thou haft bin 
As one infuffering all that fuffers nothing ; 

Aman that fortunes buffets and rewards 

Haft ta’n with equall thanks : and blcft arc tbofe 
Whofe blood and judgement are fo vvell comedicd 
That they are not a pipe for forties finger. 

To found what flop (he pleafe : give me that man 
That is not paflions Have, and 1 will weare him 
In my hearts core, I, in my heart of hea^. 

As I doc thee. Something too much of thisi 
There is a play to night bdbre the King, 

One Scene of it comes ncere the circumftance 
Which I have told thee of my Fathers death ; 

1 prethee when thou feeftthae Acf on foot 
Evfen witfi the very cor^erit of thy foulc 
Obferve my uncle : if his occulted guilt 
Doe not it felfe unkenncll in one fpeech. 

It is a damned Ghoft that we have fcenc. 

And my imaginations are as fbule 
AsF«/<r^»/ftithy :givehimhecdfullnotej ’ 

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face, ^ 

And after we will both our judgements join® 

In cenfure of his feeming. 

Well my Lord. 

If a ftealc ought the whilft this P lay is playing 
And fcape deteftion, I will pay the theft. 

Snter Trumpets and Kettle Drums y Kings 
^^eKiPolonifiSy Ophelia. 
HamlThty arc comming to the play, I muft be idle, 
^et you a place. 

King. How fares our Coufin Hamlet. 

Ham. Excellent ifaith, 

Of the Cameleons difli, I cat the aire, 
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Promifc-cram’d.you cannot feed Capons fo. 

Kffig- 1 have nothing with this anfiver Hamlet y 
Thefe words are notn:iine. 

Ham, No, nor mine now my Lord* 

Y ou plai*d once in the Univerfity you fay, 

PoL That did I my Lord^ and was accounted a good A6lor. 

Ham, What did you enaft ^ 

Pol. I did enaft Jnlius C^favy I was kilPdi’th Capitoll, 
Brutus kill’d tnti 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill lb capitall a calfe there. 
Be the Players ready? 

Rof. I my Lord, they ftay upon your patience, 

ger. Comehither my deare Hamlet y fit by me. 

good mother, here’s metall more attraiftive. 

PoL O ho, doe you marke that ? 

Ham. Lady, Iball I lye in your lap ? 

Ophel. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke T meant Countrey matters ? 

Ophel. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

Ham. That’s a fairc thought to lye between maids legf. 

Ophel. What is my Lord ? 

//Ww. Nothing. 

Ophel. You are merry my Lord. 

Ham. Who I? 

Ophel. I my Lord. 

Ham. O God ! your onely J ig-maker, what fhould a man doe 
but be merry: for Jooke you how cheerfully my mother lookcs, 
and my father died within’s two houres. 

Ophel. Nay,’cis twice two moneths my Lord. 

Ham. So long ! nay then let the divell wcare black/or He have 
a fute of fables : O heavens ! dye two months agoe, and not for- 
there s hope a great mans memory may out-live 
his life halfe a yeerfe; but berLady a muft build Churches then, or 
elfe Ihall a fuffer not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfe,whofc E- 
pitaph is, for O, for O, the Hobby-horfe is forgot. 

*The *Vtumpcts [ouftd. Oumhe ^ewfolloiveSm 

Enter a Ktng and a Queeuy theQueehe embracing himy and, he 
her, he takes her ufy and declines bis head upon her necks y 
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!}iffi:anoncomesmanether man, » 

ZeTmfcninthcM^rscarcs,^^^^^ 

CZs!findestheKigdcad,mah^^^^^ 

mth Come three orfonre comes inagain,[eem to condole rotth her, 

the dead body is carried away, the f oif oner woes the ^eene with 
giftsyjheftemes harjh awhilcybut in the end accepts love. . 

^ ^ Ophel. What meanes this my lord ? t l- n. 

Ham. Marry ic is munching Mall'tcoy it meanes 
Ophel. Belike this fliew imports the argument of the Play. 
Ham. We foall know by thisfellow. Enter Prologue. 
The Players cannot keepe, they’ll tell all. 

Ophel. Will a tell us what this (hew meant ? ^ . j 

Ha. I, or any (bew that you will fliew him,be not you afham d 

to fhew,hee’ll not fliame to tell you what it meanes. 

• Ophel. You are naught, you are naughtj lie marke the 1 lay. 

' Prologue. For us and for our Tragedy, 

. Here ftooping to your clemency, 

We begge your hearing patiently. ^ 

Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the pofie of a ring ? 

Ophel. ’Tis briefe my Lord. 

As womans love. 

Enter K ing and Queene. 

King. Full thirty times hath phoebtu Cart gone round 
Neptuties fait wafh, and Tellus orb’d the ground. 

And thirty dozen Moones with borrowed fbeenc 
About the world have twelve times thirty been. 

Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 
Unite commutuallin moft facred bands. 

^^,So many journies may the Sun and Moonc 
Make us againe count ore ere love be done : 

But woe is me, you are fofickcoflate, 

Sofarrefrom cbeere,and from your former Rate, 

That I diftruft you ; yet though I diftruft, 

DifeomfortyoumyLord it nothing muft. 

For women feare too much, even as they love^ ♦ 

And womans feare and love hold quantity. 

Either none,in neither ought>or in extremity. 
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Now what my love is proofe hath made you know. 

And as my love is ciz*d my f earc is lb : 

W here love is great , the littleft doubts are fcare ; 

Where little fears grow great .great love grows there. 

King.Vdixh I muft leave thee love,and Abort ly tOQ, 

My operant powers their fundlions leave to doe. 

And thou (halt live in this faire world behind. 

Honour’d , belov’d , and haply one as kind 
For husband (halt thou. 

Q^ee. O confound the reft ! » 

Such love muft needs be treafon in my breaft- 
In fecond husband let me be accurft. 

None wed the fecond but who kill’d the firft ; 

The inftanccs that fecond marriage move wormwood. 

Are bafe relpefts of thrift , but none of love : 

A fecond time I kill my husband dead 
W ben fecond husband kifles me in bed. 

King. I do beleevc you thinke what now you l^ak. 

But what wc doe determine oft we breake, 

Purpofe is but the flave to memory. 

Of violent birth, but -poore validity; 

Which now the finit unripe ftickes on the tree. 

But fall unfoaken when they mellow be* 

Moft neceffary ’tis that we forget 
T o pay our fel ves what to our felves is debt ; 

What to our felves in paflion we propofe. 

The paflion endi ng doth the purpofe loic ; 

The violence of either griefe or joy 

Their ovyne enaflures with themfclves deftroy ; 

W here joy moft revells griefe doth moft lament : 

Gnefc joy,py griefes,on flendcr accident. 

Tms world is not for aye, nor ’tis not llrangc. 

That even our loves fhould with our fortunes change: 

For ’tis a queftion left us yet to prove, " 

Whether love lead fortune, or elfe fortune love. 

1 tiC great naan downe, you markc hi s favourite flics. 

The poore advanc’d makes friends of enemies : 

And hitherto doth lovcon fortune tend. 
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Forwho not needs fliall never lacke a&end. 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try> 

Pireftlyfealonshim his enemy. 

But orderly toend where I begun, 

Ourwills and fates doe fo contrary run, 

That our devices ftill are overthrowne : 

Ourthoughtsareoursjtheircndsnoncofoutownc. • 

So thinke thou wilt no fecond husband wed, ^ ' 

But dye thy thoughts when thy firft Lord is dead. 

. Nos earth to me give foqdjnor heaveH light* 

S^t and repofc locke from me day and nigh% 

To defperation turnc my truft and hope. 

And Anchors cheere in priibn be my Icope, 

Each oppofitethat blankes the face of joy. 

Meet what 1 would have well, and it deftroy j 

Both here and hence purliie me lafti ng ftrife, if^w^fUic fhould 

If once I be a widow, ever 1 be a wife. break it now. 

King. Tis deeply Iwornc : fweet leave me here a while. 

My fpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with fleep. 

Quee Sleep rocke thy braine, _ 

And never come mifchance betweene us twaine. Exeunt, 

Ham. Madam, how like you this play ? 
j^wff.ThcLadydoth proteft too much me thinkes. 

Ham. O but Ihee’ll keepe her word. . , 

Ar»» Have you heard the argument? is there no offence in t.^ 

No, no,theydoebut jeft,poifon injeft, nooftencei m 
ATw. What doe you call the play? (world. 

Ham.l he Moule-trap ; marry how ? tropically.This play is the 
image of a murcher done in Vienna, <j»nx.ag o is the Dukes name, 
bis wife Baptifla, you lhall fee anon, ’tis a knavifh piece ofwork, 
but what of that ? your Majeftie and we fliall have free foules, it 
touches us not ;let the galled jade winch , our withers arc un- 
wrung. This is one LneUnw Nephew to the King. 

Enter Lucianpu . 

Ophel. You are as good as a Chorus my Lord. 

JJam T could interpret betweene you and your lov^ 

If I could fee the puppits dallying. o^hcl 

t.K . ^ \ 
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Op^tf/.Youare kcene myLord>you arekeene- 

Ham. It would coft you a groaning to take oflf mine edge. 

Ophel. Still better andworfe. 

Ham. So you miftake your husbands. Begin murthercr, leave 
thy damnable faces and begin, come, the croking raven doth bel- 
low for revenge. 

Z.»^-.Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and time agreeing, 
Confiderate feafon, clfe no creature feeing. 

Thou mixture ranke, of midnight weeds colle(51ed. 

With Hecats bane thrice blafled,thrice infected. 

Thy naturall magicke,and dire property, 

On wholfome life ufurps immediately. 

Ham.h poifons him i’th garden for his eftate,his name 
^<?,the ftory is extant,and written in very choice Italianryou fliall 
fee anon how the murthercr gets the love oiGonz^a^oes wife. 

Ophel. The King rifcs. 

Quee. How fares my Lord ? 

FeL Give ore the play. 

King. Give me fomc light, away. 

F ol. Lights, lights, lights. Exeunt all but Ham & Heruth^ 

Ham. Why let the ftrucken Deere goe weep. 

The Hart ungalled play. 

For feme muftwatchwhilcftfomemuftfleep. 

Thus rans the world away. Would not this fir,and a forreft offea- 
wersjifthercft of my fortunes turnTurk with me, with provincial 
Rofes on my raz*d fliooes,get me a fellowfhip in a city of^plaiers ^ 
H?r^.HaJfeafliarc. 

FTam. A whole one I. 

For thou doeft know O Damon dcare 
This realme difmancled was 
O£jove himfelfc, and now raignes here 
Avcryverypaiockc. 

Hora. You might have rim’d.- 

«er^w,Iletake the Ghofls word for athou&nd 
pound. Didft perceive? 

Hora.YetyweW my Lord. 

Upon the talke ofthepoifoning. 

Hortt. I did very well note him . 






I 
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Prince of Denmarkei^ 

Ham. Ah ba, come feme muficke, come the RecortteS 5 
For if the King likes not the Comedy, 

Why then belike he likes it not perdie. 

Come, feme muficke. 

Enter Rofencraus and (juyldenfierne. 

€uyl. Good my Lord vouchfafe me a word with you. 

Ham. Sir awholeHiftorie. 

C7^/. The King fir. 

Ham. I fir, what of him ? 

‘ Cujl. Is in his retirement marvellous diftempered. 

Ham. With drinkefir ? 

6^^/. No my Lord, with choler. 

Ham. Your wifedome fhould flicw it felfe more richer to fig- 
nifie this to the Doftor ; for for mee to put him to his purgation, 
would perhaps plunge him into more choler. 

Guyl. Good my Lord put your difeourfe into feme frame. 

And fiare not fo wildly upon my affaire. 

Ham. I am tame fir, pronounce. 

Guyl. The Quecne your mother in moft great affli6Uon of Ipi- 
rit,hath fent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

9'«7-Nay good my Lord, this courtefie is not of the right breed, 
if it fhall pleafe you to make mee a wholfome anfwcr , I will doc 
your mothers corhmandement, if not, your pardon andmyrc;; 
turne fhall be the end of the bufineffe. 

Sir I cannot. 

Rof. What my Lord ? 

Ke.Make you a wholfome anfwcr, my wit’s difeas’d,but fir, luch 
anfiver as I can make you fhall command, or rather as you fay, my 
mother ; therefore no more, but to the matter, my motner you fiy. 

Rof. Then thus (he faies, your behaviour hath lirooke her into 
amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderfull fonne that can fo aftonifh a mother ! but is 
there no fequell at the heels of this mothers admiration ? impart. 
Fof.She defires to fpeak with you in her clofet ere you go to bed. 
Ham. W e fhall obey, were flie ten times our mother ; have you 
any further trade with us ? 

My Lord you once did love me. 

H ^ Ham. 
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Kiw. And doe ftill by thefe pickers andftealers. ^ 

Rof Good my Lord what is your caufeof diftemper? youdocr 
fcrcly barrc the doore upon your owne liberty , if you deny your 
griefes to your friend. 

Naf?f, Sir I lacke advancement. 

%of. How can that bcjwhen you have the voice of the King him..^ 
fclfe for your fucceffion in Denmarkf ? 

Enter the Players with Recorders. 

Ham.l fir,but while the grafle growes ;Ae proverbe isfome- 
thing mufty : oh the Recorders, let rne l^dne , to withdraw with 
you ; why doe you goc about to recover the wind of me , as if you 
would drive me into a toiJe ? 

Gh.O myLord>if my duty be too bold, my love is too unmanerly 

Ha.\ do not well underftand that : will you play upon this pipe? 

GuyL My Lord I cannot. 

Ham. I pray you. 

Beleeve me I cannot. 

Ham. 1 befeech you. 

Cuyl. I know no touch of it my Lord. 

HamAx. is as eafie as lying ; govern thefe ventages with your fin- 
gers and the thumbe, give it breath with your mouth , and it will 
difcourfe moft eloquent mufick : look you,thefe are the flops. 

^’/sy'/.Butthefe cannot I command to any utterance of harmo^ 
ny, I have not the skill. 

//Ww. Why look you now how unworthy a thing you make cf 
me, you would play upon me, you would feeme to know my flops, 
you would plucke out the heart of my myfterie, you would found 
mee from my lowefl note to my compafle, and there is much mu- 
ficke, excellent voice in this little organ , yet cannot you make k 
lpeake,s*bloud do you think I am eafier to be plaid on than a pipe? 
Call me what inflrument you will , though you can fret me, yew 
cannot play upon me. God Wefle you fir. 

Enter Polonms. 

T qU My Lord the Queen would f^afc with you, and prefent Jy- 

Jf^.Do you fee yonder cloud that’s almoft in fliapc of a camel? 

Pol By’ch malTc and ’tis like a Camell indeed. 

Ham. Me thinkes it is like a WczcII. 

?tf/. It is blackc like a Wezell. 
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Wince of Dcntnarkci; 

Jiam- Or like a Whale. 

Po/.Very like a Whale. jlju 

H^w.Thenl will come to my mother by Ihd by. 

They foole me to the top of my bent. I will come by and byj 
Leave me friends. 

Iwilhfayfo. Byandby iseafilyfaid. 

^Tis now the very witching time ofnight, 

When Church-yards yawnc,and hell it fclfe breathes (W 
Contagion to the world : now could I drinke hot bloodj 
And doc (uch bitter bufineffe as the day 
W ould quake to looke on : foft, now to my mother^ 

0 heart lofe not thy nature ! let not ever 
The foule of Hero enter this lirme bofome ! 

LetmebecrueIl,not unnaturall. 

1 will fpeake daggers to her, but ufe none# 

My tongue and fbulc in thisbe hypocrites ; 

How in my words foever (he be fhenc, 

To give them feales never my foule confent. 

Enter Kin£yRofencraus,and G uyldenfl erne . 

King, I like him not, nor flands it fefe with us 
To let his madnefle range ; therefore prepare you, 

1 your Commiflion will forthwith diipatch. 

And he to England (hall along with you. 

The tearmes of our eftate may not endure 
Hazzard fo neare us as doth hourely grow 
Out of his browes. 

Guy I We will our (elves provide ; 

N Moft holy and religious f eare it is 
To keepe thoie many many bodies (afe" 

That live and feed upon your Majefty. 

Ro[, The (ingle and peculiar life is bound 
With all the ftrength and armour ofthe mind 
To keepe it fclfe from noyance, but much more 
That fpirit, upon whofe wealc depends and refts 
The lives of many :tbe cede ofMajefty 
Dyes not alone, out like a gulfe doth draw 
What’s neare it with it : or it is a maflie whecic, 

Fixt on the fomnet of the higheft mount, 

Ha To 
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To whofe huge fpokes ten thoufand lefler things 
Are morteift and adjoin’d, which when it falls. 

Each Irnall annexment , pettie confequence 
Attends the boiftrous raine, never alone 
Did the King fighjbut a general! gronc. 

J^/«^.Arme you I pray you to this fpeedy voiage, 
For we will fetters put about this feare 
W hich now goes too free footed. 

Rof . W e will make hafte. Exeunt Gent. 

Enter Polonius, 

FoL My Lord hee’s going to his mothers clofet. 
Behind the Arras He convay my felfe 
To heare the proceflejle warnt fhee’l tax him home; 
And as you faid, and wifely was it laid, 

Tis meet that feme more audience than a mother. 
Since nature makes them partiall, lliould ore-heare 
The Ipeech of vantage ; fare you well my Liege, 

He call upon you ere you goe to bed, 
Andtellyouwhat Iheare. ^ Exit» 

King^ Thankes deare my Lord. 

O my offence is ranke> it fmels to heaven. 

It hath the primall eldeft curfe upon’t ; 

A brothers murder ; pray can I not, 

Though inclination be as fharpe as will. 

My ftronger guilt defeats my ftrongintent; 

And like a man to double bufinefle bound, 
Iftandinpaufewhere I fhail firfl begin, 

And both negle(5b : what if this curfed Iiand 
Were thicker than it felfe with brothers blood? 

Is there not raine enough in the fweet heavens 
To wafh it white as Ihow ? whereto ferves mercy, 

But to confront the vilage of offence ? 

And what’s in prayer, but this twofold force. 

To be foreftalled ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon being downe ? then He lookeup : 

My fault is paff : but oh I what forme ofprayer 
Can ferve my t urne ? forgive me my fbulc murther ? 
That cannot be, fince I am ftill pofTcfl; 




Prince o/Dcnmarke. 

Gf thofe affefls for which I did the murther. 

My Crowne,mine owne ambition, and my Queene : 

May one be pardoned and retaine th offence ? 

In the corrupted currents of this world 
Offences guided band may fhew by jufticc. 

And oft ’tis feene the wicked prize it felfe 
Buyes out the Law ; but ’ris not lb above. 

There is no fliuffling, there the a6fion lyes 
In his true nature, and we our felvcs compeld 
Even to the teeth and forehead of oui^ faults 
To give in evidence : what then ? what rdf s? 

Try what repentance can ; what can it not ? 

* Y et what can it when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched Hate ! O bolbme blacke as death I 

0 limed foule 1 that ffruggling tobeffee. 

Art more ingaged ! helpe Angels, make aflay. 

Bow ffufcborn knees, and hearts with Brings of (feeler 
Be loft as finnewes of the new-borne babe. 

All may be well. Enter Hamlet * 

Ham^oy^ might I do itiut now a is praying. 

And now He do’t, aud lb a goes to heaven. 

And lb am 1 reveng’d ? that would be feann’d ; 

A villaine kills my father, and for that 

1 his foie fonne doe this fame villaine fend 
To heaven: 

Why this is bale and filly, — — not revenge : 

A tooke my father groflely, full of bread. 

With all his crimes broad blowne, as flulh as May, 

And how his audit Bands who knowes fave heaven ^ 

But in our circumftancc and courfe of thought , 

'’Tis heavie with him ; and am I then reveng’d 
To take him in the purging of his Ibule, 

W hen he is fit and feafoned for his paffige ? 

No, 

Up (word, and know thou a more horrid henr, 

W hen he is drunke, afleep, or in his rage. 

Or in th’incefl uous pleafure of his bed. 

At game, a fwcaring, or about fome ad 

Tbatc 

1 

I 




77;e Tragedy of Hamlet 

That has no rellifh of falvation in’t. 

Then trip him that his hecle may kieke at heavenj 
And that his Ibule may be as damn’d and blacke 
As hell whereto it goes : my mother ftayes. 

This Phyfickebut prolongs thy fickly dayes* Exit] 

King. My words flyc up, my thoughts remainebelow^ 

Words without thou^ts never to heaven goe. Exit. 

Enter Gertrardand Polonius* 

Pol. A will come ftrait, looke you lay home to him, ' 

Tell him his prankes havebin too broad to beare with, 

And that yeur grace hath fereerfd and flood betweene 
Much heat and him. He filence me even here. 

Pray you be round. Enter Hamlet » 

Cer. He warrant you, fearc me not. 

Withdraw, I heare him comming. 

Ham, Now mother what’s the matter ? 

Ger. Hamlet thou haft thy father much offended.* 

Ham. Mother you have my father much oftended- 
Ger. Come, come, you anfwer with an idle tongue. 

Ham. Goe, goe, you queftion with a wicked tongue. 

Ger. Why how now Hamlet ? 

Ham, What’s the matter now ? 

^er. Have you forgot me ? 

Ham, No by the Rood not ft). 

You are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife. 

And would it were not lb, you are my mother. 
ger. Nay then He let thofe to you that can Ipeake. 

Ham. Come, come, and fit you downc, you (hall not budget 
You goe not till I fet you up a glalTe 
Where you may fee the moft part of you. 

Ger. What wilt thou doe f thou wilt not murder me ? 
Helpeho. 

Pol. What hoe belpe. 

Ham. How now, a Rat, dead for a Ducket, dead. 

Eol, O I am flaine. 

ger. O me, what haft thou done ? 

Nay I know not, is it the King ? 

Cer . O what a ra(h and bloody deed is this ! 



Trince o/Dcnmarke.' 

Ham. Abloudy deed, almoft as bad good mothet 
As kill a King, and marry with his brother. 

Ger AskillaKing? 

I Lady, it was my word. 

Thou wretched, rafti, intruding foole farewell, 

I tooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune. 

Thou findeft to be toobufie is Ibme danger. 

Leave wringing of your hands, peace, fit youdowne, 

And let me wring your hearr, for fo I fhall 
If it be made of penetrable ftuflfe,. 

If damned cufton'ie have not braz^ it lb. 

That it be proofc and bulwarke againft fenfe. 

ger. What have 1 done, that thou dareft wagge thy tongU€ 
In noife lb rude againft me ? 

Ham. Such an a<ft 

That blurres the grace and blufh of modefty. 

Calls vertue hypocritCxtakcs off the Rofe 
From the faire forehead of an innocent love. 

And fets a blifter there, makes marriage vowes 
As falfe as Dicers oathes : Oh fuch a deed 
As from the body of contraftion pluckes 
The very fbnie , and fweet Religion makes 
A raplbdie of words, heavens face does glow 
Yea this folidity and compound mafle 
W ith heated vifage, as againft the doomc, 

Is t hought-ficke at the aft. 

Qnee. Ay me, what aft ? ' 

AT^.That roares fo loud,and thunders in the Index ; 

Looke here upon this pifturc , and on this, 

The counterfeit prefentment of two brothers ; 

Sec what a grace was feated on his brow, 

Hiferions curies, the front x^ijove himfelfe. 

An eye like ^^y/,to threaten and command, 

A ftation like the Herald Mercury 
New lighted on a heaven-kifling hill, 

A combination and forme indeed 
Where every god did feeme to let his feaIC| 

. , To give the world affurance of a man. 
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This was your husband : look you now what follows. 
Here is your husband, like a mildew’d eare, 

Blafting his wholfomc brother ; have you eyes ? 
Could you on this iairc mountain leave to feed, 

And batten on this moore f ha ! have you eyes ? 

You cannot call it love, for at your age 
Tile heyday in theblood is tame, it’s humble. 

And waits upon the judgement ; and what judgment 
W ould ftep from this to this ? lenfe fure you have, 
Eile could you not have motion ,but fure that fenfe 
Is apoplext, for madnefle would not erre. 

Nor fenfe to extalie was ne’er fo thrall’d. 

But it referv’d Ibmc quantity of choice 
To ferve in fuch a difterence : What divell was'c 
That thus hath couzen’d you at hodman-blind ? 

Eies without feeling, feeling without fight, 

Hares without bands, or eyes, Cnelling fans all, 

Or but a fickly part of one true fenfe 

Could not fo mope. Oh fhamc ! where is thy blufli ? 

Rebellious hell. 

If thou canft mutine in a Matrons bones 
To flaming youth, let vertue beaswaxe 
And melt in her owne fire, proclaime no fliame 
When the compulfive ardure gives the charge, 

Since froft it felfe as aftively doth burne. 

And realbn pardons will. 

^er, O no more, 

Thou turn*ft my very eyes into my foule. 

And there I fee fuch blacke and grieved Ipots 
As will leave there their tindl:. 

Ham. Nay but to live 
In thcranke iWcat of an incefluous bed# 

Stew’d in corruption, honying and making love 
Over the nafty ftye, 

Ger, O fpeake to me no more, 

Thefe words like daggers enter in mine cares, 

No more fweet Hamlet. 

Ham. A murthercr and a villainc. 
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A flavc that is not twentieth part the kyth 

Of your precedent Lord, a vice of Kings, 

A Cut -purfe of the Empire and the rule. 

That from a fhelfe the precious diadem ftolc, ^ 

And put it in his pocket. ^ Gmsvo 

Ham. A King of (hreds and patches. 

Save me and hover ore me with your wings ^ 

You heavenly guards : what would your gracious figure ? 
€er. Alafle hee’s mad. 

Ham. Doe you not come your tardie Ibnne to chid^ 
That lap’ft in time, and paflion lets goe by 
Th’important aftingof your dread command? O fay t 
Ghofi. Doe not forget : this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpolc. 

But looke, amazement ofriihy: mother fits ; 

O ftepbetweene her and hfer fighing foule ! 

Conceit in weakeft bodies ftrongeft workcs# 

Speake to her Hamlet. 

Ham . How is it with you Lady ? 

Ger. Alaffe how is’t with you, 

That you doe bend your eye on vacancie. 

And with th’incorporall aire do hold difcourfe? 

Forth at your eyes your fpirits wildly peepe. 

And as tnc fleeping Souldiers in th’alarme. 

Your beaded haire like life in excrements 
Starts up and ftands an end : O gentle fonne ! 

Upon the heat and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprinkle coole patience : whereon doc you looke ? 

Ham.On him, on him,look you how pale he glercs# 

His forme and caufe conjoin’d, preaching to ftones - 

Would make them capable ; doc not look upon me. 
Left with this piteous aSion you convert • 

My fterne effefts ; then what I have to doe 
Will want true colour, tearcs perchance for blood. 

Ger. To whom doe you fpeake this ? 

Doe you fee nothing there? ' 

ger. Nothing at all, yet all that is there I fee. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing heare ? 
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No nothing but our fclves. 

Ham. Why lookc you there, lookc how it fteales away, 

My father in his habit ashe livU 
Looke where he goes, even now out at the portall. Exit 
This'is. the very coy nage of your braine, n . 

This bodilefle creation extafie is very cunning in. 

Ham» My pulfe as yours doth temperately keep time^ 

And makes as hcalthfull mufick : it is not madneffe 
That Ihavcuttredjbringmetotheteft, 

And 1 1 he matter will re-word^ which madnefle 
Would gambole from. Mother, for love of grace 
Lay not this flattering unftion toyour foule. 

That not your trefpaflc but my madnefle fpeakes? 

It will but skin and fiJme the uIcerouflpkce> ' .\(r: ■ v'*- • • 

Whiles ranke corruption mining alf^bin •: ^>c' . 

Infeds unlcene : coniefle yourfclfetolTbiven, ' 
Repent what’s paft, avoid what is to tome, 

And doe notlpread the comport on the weeds \ 

To make them ranker : forgivei nie.tbismy vertue, 
Forinthefatnefleof thefepurfictimes f 
V ert ue it felfe of vice muft pardon begge, 

Y ea comb and woqc for leave to doe him good. 

Ger. O Hamlety thou hafl cleft my heart in twaine* 

Ham. O throw away the worler part of it. 

And leave the purer withrtbe other balfe. ^ ^ 

Goodnight, but god not to my uncksbed, '■ ' 

Afliame a vertue if you have it not, 1 

Thatmonrterc^iftomejivvho all fenfe dot heat, ^ ■' 

Ofhabitsdiyell, is Angel yet in this, ^ . V 

That to theufepfaftipnsfaire^ndgood ■ ‘c-nii .... ‘ 

He likewife giyes a frocke'or Livery; ‘O - 
That aptly is put on: refrain to nighty ^ ? 

Andthat flialllendakindeofeafincfle ,‘jrL ; 

To the next abftinetice, the next more carte:; ' " tmi 
For ufe almort can change the ftampe of nature, ^ 

And mafter the Divert, or throw him out 
W ith wondrous potency : Once more goodjnight. 

And when you are defirous tobe blcft I 
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llebleflJngbeg of you: for this fame Lord 
I doc repent, but heaven hath pleas’d it fo. 

To punifh me with this, and this with me. 

That I muft betheir feourge and minirtcr ; 
Jwillbeftow him, and will anfwer well 
The death I gave him ; fo againe good nighc- 

I muft be cruell onely to be kinde, 

Thus bad begins, and work remaincs behind* 

One word more good Lady. 

What (ball I doe? ^ ^ 

Ham^ot this by no meanes that Ibid you doe, 
Let thcblowt King tempt you to bed againe. 

Pinch wanton on your checke,call you his Moulc, 
And let him for a paire of recchy kifles, 

Or pad ling in ycur ncckc with his damn’d fingers. 
Make you to ravellalUbis matter out. 

That I cflicntialiy am not in madneflTc, 

But mad in craft ; *twere good you let him know* 

For who that’s but Queen, faire , fober, wife. 

Would from a paddocke, from a Bat, a Gib, 

Such dcare concernings hide ? who would doc lb \ 
No, in dclpight of lenle and fccrecie 
Unpeg the basket on the hou'es top. 

Let thebirds flye,and like the famous Ape, 

To try conclulions in the basket creepc. 

And breake your owne necke downe. 

Ger, Be thou aflur'd if words be made of breach^ 
And breath of life, I have no ^lifcrto breathe 
What thou haft (aid to me. ’ ' 

Ham, I muft to England, you know that* ' 

^er.Abcke I had forgot, . ! 

Tislbconcludedpn. -- rsnir 

H^.Thcre’s letters fearc^& my tvyoichool-fcHoWS# 
Whom I will truft as I will adders farig’d. 

They beare the mandare,they muft fwcep my way> 
And marlball me to knavery ; let it worke. 

For *tis the fport, to have the Enginer 
Hoift with his owbc petar,an*t (hailgoe hard 
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But 1 will delve one yard below their Minesf, 

And blow them at the Moone : Q *tis moft fweec 
When in one line two crafts direftly meet. 

This man (hall fet me packir^. 

He lugge the guts into the neighbour roome. 

Mother good night indeed , this Counfeller 
Is now moft ftill^ moft fecrec, and moft grave, ; ^ - 

Who was in’s life a moft foolifti prating knave. " ■ 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with you . ' 

Good night mother. 

Enter King and Qjieen^ Keith Refencram 

and GuyideHfiern&T J v • ^ ^ 

King. There’s matter in thefe figbes, thefe profound heavesj 
Youmufttranflate/tisfitweundcrftandthem: 

Whereis yourfonne? " ' 

Gert. Beftovv this place:c« us alittlc while. ‘ 

Ah mine owne Lord, what have ! feene tonight? « 

King. VV hat Ger^rardy does Hu'mtei f \ - ' hr,Ti v.i 
C?mMad as the feaancfvvind when both contend ' 

Wbichisthemightierinhislawlefiefic,- 
Behind the Arras heariAgfemethingftir,^ ^ 

Whipscuthis Rapier, cryesa Rat, A Rat,- ‘ 

And in this brainifti apprehenfion kills ^ ivj'y 
The unfeene good old rrian. 

jRT/»^.0 heavie deed! : 

It hadbeenfovvithushadvvebeenthere> \ “ 

His liberty isAHof threats to all, ' - * ' i 

To you your ielfe, to us, to everyone.^ ♦ ' \\ 

Alas, how fliall this bloody deed be anlwered ? 

It wi II be laid to us, whofe providence 

Shouldhavc kept (hort,reftrain’d, andout ofhaunr * - c 

This mad young man : but fo much was our love ' ‘ ^ 

We would notuhderftand what wasmoft fit, ' ' 

But like the owner ofa fouJedifeafc, 

To keepit fromcfivulging, let it feed ; , 

Evenonthepithoflife; whereishegonc? - ‘ ? ; 

(j<rrr. Todraw apart thebody he hath kifrd; r . ■ " 

Ore whom his very madnefle, like fomc Ore ' 

Among 
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Amongaminerallofmetallbafe) _ 

Shewes it felfc pure, a weeps for what JS done. 

, Kina- Gfrtrard come VNZy, , 

The Sunne no fooner fhall the mountaines touch 
But wcwilHhiphim hence, and this viledeed 

WemuftwithallourMajeftieandskill Enter Rof.& GnyU. 
Both countenance and excufe. Ho Gnyldef^erne, 

Friends both, goe joine with you feme toher aide, 

Hamlet in madneffe hath Telonim flaine. 

And from his mothers clofet hath he drag’d him ; 

6oe feeke him out, fpeake faire, and bring the body 
Into the Chappell ; I pray you haft in this : 

Come Gertrard, wee’ll callup our wifeft friends. 

And let them know both what we meane to doe. 

And what’s untimely done, 

Whofe wbifper ore the worlds Diameter, 

As levell as the Cannon to his blanke 
Tranfports bis poyfoned ftiot, may mifle our name. 

And hit the wound leffe aire : O come away, • 

My Ibuleis full of difeord and difmay. Exemn 

Enter Hamlet, Rofencram,md ether J. 

Ha.S3.kly flow’d : but fofcly,what noife ? who calls on Hamlet. 

O here they come. , . . , , j • j 1 

Rof. W hat have you done my Lord with the dead body r 
Ham. Compounded it with duft , whereto it is kin. 

Rof. Tell us where’tis, that we may take it thence, 

And beare it to the Chappell; 

H 4 W.Doenpt beleeveit. 

A«y;Beleevewhat? . 

Ham. That I can keepe your connfell and not mine owne ; M- 

fides ,tobeedemandedofafpunge,whatreplicaaon fhooldbee 
Biadcbythefonne ofa King? 

JJ«/.Takeyoumc for a fpunge myLtard ? , 

Ha. Kir, that fokes up the Kings countenance, his rewards, his- 
authorities ibutfuch Officers doetheKingbeft ferviccintheend, 
be keeps them like an apple in the comer of his jaw, firft mouth d 

tobelaftfwallowed ; when he needs what yonhave gleaned, it is 

, but Jqueefing you, and fpunge yon fhall be dry againe. 

/ 3 Rof 
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Sof. 1 underftand you not my Lord. 

BamJl am glad of it : a knavifli fpecch fleeps in a foolifli eare.'^ 

Rof, My Lord you muft tell us where the body is, and goe with 
us to the King. 

Ham. The body is with the King, but the Kingls not with the 
body : the King is a thing. 

A thing my Lord? 

Ham. Of nothing, bring me to him. Exennt. 

E^tter King and two or three. 

King. I have fent to leek him, and to find the body; 

How oangcrous is it that this man goes loofe ? 

Yet muft we not put the ftrong law on him, 

Hee*s lov'd of the diftrafted multitude. 

Who like not in their judgement, but their eyes. 

And where *tis fo, th'offcnders fcourge is waigh'd. 

But never the offence : to beare all fmooth and even. 

This fudden lending him away muft feemc 
Deliberate paufe ; difeafes delperate grownc 
By defperate appliance are reliev'd. 

Or not at all. 

Enter Rofencram^and all the refi, 

King.Mo^ now ? what hath befallen ? 

RoJ . W here the dead body is bcftow*d my Lord 
yV e cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he ? 

Rof . W ithout my Lord, guarded to know your plealurer 
Bring him before us. . 

Rof Ho, bring in the Lord. Thej enter. 

King.^o^ Hamlet , where’s Rolonim f 

Ham. At ftpper. 

King. At fupper ? where ? . 

Ha. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten,a certain convo^ 
cation of politick worms areecn at him : your wornie is your only 
Emperourfor diet. We fat all creatures elfe tofat us,and wee fat 
our (elves for maggots ; your fat King and your lean beggar is buc 
variable fervice,two difties but to one table, that’s the end. 

King.Khsy^hsl 

Ham, A man may fifti with the wormc that hath eat of a King," 

cat 



Prince o/Denmarke." 

eat of the fi(h that hath fed of that worae. 

Kinff What doeft thou meane by this? 

H 4 «.T^othing but to fliew you how a King may g p o- 

grefle through the gutsofabc^ar. 

nor there feeke him i’th other place your fclfc ; but indeed i y 
find him not within this moneth,you (hall nofe him as yon go up 
the rtaires into the Lobby. 

Goe feeke him there. 

Ham. A will ftay till you come. 

Kinr. this deed for thine efpecialllafety, 

Whic^fwc doe tender, as we dearW grieve 

For that which thou haft done, muft fend thee hence . 

Therefore prepare thy felfe, , . , 

The Barke is ready, and the wmde at heipe, 

Th’aflbciates tend, and every thing is bent 
For England, 

Ham. For England ? 

King. I Hamlet. 

Ham.GooA. 

King. So is it if thou knew’ft our purpofes. . 

Ham. 1 fee a C herub that fees thena : but come, for £ £ 
Farewell deare mother. 

Thy loving father iTrfw/rf. 

Ham. My mother, father and mother is man and wiie, 

Manandvvifeisone flefh,and Ibmy mother- ^ 

Come,(oT England. Exit, ^ 

7 Ci»^.Follow himaifoot, 

Tempt him with fpeed aboard, 

Delay it not, lie have him hence to night : 

Away, for every thing is feal’dand.done , , „ 

That elfe leaties on the affaire ; pray you make hafte ; 

And England, if my love thou holdft atought. 

As my great power thereof may give thee fenfe. 

Since yet thy cicatrice lookes raw and red 
After the Danifti fvord, and thy free awe 
, Paies homage to us, thou maift not coldly fee 
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Our Soveraigne procefle, which imports at fuU ' r? 

By letters congruing to that cftc(ft 
The prefent death ot doe it England* 

For likt the Hecticke in my blood he rages. 

And thou muft cure me trill I know ’tis done, . 

Howeremyhaps,myjoyes willnerebegin. JEw/f. 

Ent^ Fortiabr ajfe mth his Army over the Stave, 
Craves the conveyance of a promis'd march 

Overhiskingdome; you know the rendezvous, 

lir n . ® with us 

We ^a 1 exprefle our duty in his eye. 

And let him know lb. ^ 

Cap.l will doe’t my Lord.- 
Fortin, Goe loft Jy on. 

XT. e-' , J^”*^/^^”*^f^iF.ofencraHt,e^c. 

Good fir whofe powers are thefe > 

They are o^Noneaj fir. 
ftrw. How propos'd fir I pray you ? 

^p-Agarnftfomc fmo£ Poland, 

Ham, Who commands them fir > 

Cap. Truely tolpeake,andwith no addition, 

W egoetogatnealittlepatch ofground 

That hath in it no profit but the name, 

1 o pay five duckets, five I would not farmeit. 

NorwillityecldtoWenr^^orthelS * 

A r^kerrate,fhould it be fold in fee 

Why then the /’.//^c^never will defend it. 

Nay CIS already garrifond. 

tar m Ibules and 20000 duckets 

^."^^.‘^‘^bate thequeffionofthis 

This IS th impoftume of much wealth and peace, 

TJat inward breakes and Ihewes no caufe without 
Why the man dyes, I humbly thankc you™ 

Caf 





Trince of Denmark^ 

Op. God buy your fir. 

Wil’t plcalc you goe my Lord ? 

Ham> He be with you firaight, goe a little before. 
How all occafionsdoe informe againft me. 

And fpur my dull revenge ? W hat is a man. 

If his chiefe good and market of his time 
Be but to fleepe and feed ? a beaft^ no more. 

Sure he that made us with fuch large difcourfc. 
Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and God-like realbn 
To fhftin us unus*d: now whether it be 
Beftiall oblivion, or fomc craven fcruple 
Of thinking too precifcJy on th’ event, 

A thought which quarterd hath but one part wiidom. 
And ever three parts coward : I doc not know 
Why yet I live to lay this thing’s to doe, 

Sith 1 have caufe, and will, and firength, and meanCjS 
To doe’t : examples groffe as earth exhort me , 

W itneffe this army oi liich mafic and charge, 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 
whole Ipirit with divine ambition pufi: 

Makes mouthes at theinvifible event, 

♦ Expofing what is mortall and unfiire 

To all that fortune, death, and danger dare. 

Even for an egge-fhell. Rightly to be great 
Is not to ftk without great argument. 

But greatly to findequarrdlin a ftraw, 

W hen honour’s at the fiake. How ftand I then. 

That have a father kill’d, a mother ftain’d. 
Excitements of my rcafon and my blood. 

And let all fleep, while to my fhame Ifec 
The imminent death of twenty thoufand men. 

That for a fantafie and tricke of fame 
Goe totheir graves like beds , fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the caufe. 
Which is not tombe enough and continent 
Tohidetheflaine? O from this time forth. 

My thoughts be bloody , or be nothing worth. Exit. 
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Enter B^rAtiOi Gertrardy and a Centlemml 
Quee. I vvill not Ipcake with her. 

Gent. She is importunate. 

Indeed diftraft, her mood will needs be pictiedw 
Quee. W hat would flic have ? 

She fpeakes much of her father , fayes fhe heares 
There s trickes i th world, and hems^ and beats her hearty 
Spumes envioully at ftrawes, fpeakes things in doubr 
That carry but halfe (enfe,her fpeech is nothings 
Yet the undiaped ufe ofit doth move 
The hearers to colledion, they yawne at itj 
And botch the words up fit to their owne thoughts, 

A\mich as winkcs,and nods, and geftures yeeld them, 

^deed would make one thinke tfiere might be thought. 

Though nothing fiire, yet much unhappi Jy. 

//■-pr^/Tweregood flie were f^ken with,fbr fbe may flrew 
Dangerous conjeaures in ill-breeding minds. • 
Lcchercomcin Enter OthtUm: 

^ee . « To my ficke ibule, as fins true nature is, 

« Each coy feetnes prolc^uetofome great amiffe; 

So full of art Icflejealoufie is guilt, 

« It fpills it felfe in fearing to be fpiJt. 

Where is the beauteous majefty of ? 

QueeMctfn m'NOfhelinf She fin ft. 

•R nT from another one ? 

Ey hts eockJehat and ftaftc.andby his fendalJ (hoone. 

^xee. Alas fweet Lady , what imports this fona? 

Ofhel.Siy you, nay pray you mackc. 

He IS dead and goqc Lady, he is dead and gone, 

At bis head a grafle-greene turfe, at hisheeles a flone. ^ 
^no, 

NaybutOf/W/ 4 . 

Ofh, Pray you mark. White his flirowd as themountain fiioWa- 
Enter Ktna. 

Quee, Alas, looke here my Lord. 

Which be .veept to the ground id not gog) 

W 1th true love Ihowers* ° 



Prince o/Dcnmarke^ 



claughtq; : Lord,weknowwhatweearejbut know not whatw 

maybei^odbeacTOur table. 

whatitmeancsjfay you this. 

To morrow is S . Valentines day, " * * 

Allin the morningbetime. 

And I a maid at your window 

TtenuphSSXnd his clothes, and dupt the chamber door. 
Let in the maid, that out a maidc, never departed more. 
King.VttiiyOfheliA, , 

Ofhel. Inde^, without an oath, lie make an end on c. 

By gis and by Saint Charity, 
alacke and fie for fliamc, 

Young men will doe*t if they come to*r, 

by cocke they are to blame. . 

Quoth fhe, before you tumbled me you ptomis d me to wea. 

(He anftvers ,) So fhould I a done, by yonder .fun 

And thou hadft not come to my bod. 

How long hath (he been thus ? 

Ofh. 1 hope all will bewll, we muft be patknt : but I cannot 
chufe but weep to thilik they would lay him fth cold ground , my 
brother fliall know ofit, & fo I thank you for your good counlc . 
Come my coach, good night Ladies, good night. 

Sweet Ladies good night, good night. 

King. Follow her clofe, give her good vyatch I ptay 
O this is the poyfbn of deep griefe , it fprings all from her ratners 
death ; and now behold O Gertrardy Gertrardy 
When Ibrrowes come they come not fiUgle Ipies, 

But in battalians : firfi,her father flaifie. 

Next, your fonnegone^and he moft violent authOt 
Of his owne juft remove 5 the people muddied, 

Thicke and nnw holfome in thoughts and whilpers 
For ^oodPoloniJts deaths & we have done but greenly 
.In hugger mugger to imerre him ; poore Ofhelia 

K 2 Divi- 




/ 



The Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

Divided from her felfe and her fair e judgement, 

W ithout which we are but piftures, or meerebeaftSa 
Laft, and as much containing as all thefe. 

Her brother is in fecret come from Prance^ 

Feeds on this wonder, keeps himfelfe in clouds. 

And wants not buzzers to infe6l-his eare 
With peftilent fpeeches of his fathers death. 

Wherein neceflity of matter beggerd 
Will nothing fticke our perfon to arraigne 
In eare and eare : O my deare ^ertrardi this 
Like to a Murdring-Peece in many places 
Gives me fuperfluous death. A neife mthin. 

Enter M ejfenger . 

JRr/»^.Attend,wherearcmy Swiflers? let them guard thedoor>. 
What is the matter ? ^ . 

LMeJfen, Save your felfe my Lord. 

The Ocean over-peering of his lift 
Eates not the flats with more impetuous hafte 
Than young Laertes in a riotous head 
Ore-bcares your Officers ; the rabble call him Lord,, 

And as the world were now but to begin, 

Antiquity forgot, cuftome not knowne, , 

The ratifiers and props of every word. 

They cry chule we Laertes to be King, 

Caps, hands,and tongues applaud it to the clouds, 

Laertes fhall be King, Laertes King. 

^«^.How cheerfully on the falfe traile they cry, 

O this is counter you falfe Danifli dogges. 

Enter Laertes with others* 

Xing*The doorcs are broke. 

Laer. Where is this King ? firs ftand you all without. 

No let s come in. 

Laer. I pray you give me leave. 

W e will, we will. 

Laer. I thanke you,keep the doorci O thou vile King 
Give me my father. 

jQae, Calmely good Laertes* 

X4(?r.TIm drop of blood that’s calme proclaimes^ me baftard,. 

Crm 
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rr1«Cuctoldto my ftther, brands the Harlot 

ESh«ebetweenthechaftunfaerchedbrow 

Ofmv true mother. 

Xi»..Whatisthecaufei4i?rw 

AAclittleofhis will:tellmel-«rf« 

Why thou artthus incens’t : lethimgoe Gertmd, 

”where is my father ? 

X»»/.Dead. 

0»«f.Butnotby him. 

Confcience and grace to the profoundeft pit, 

I dare damnation, to this point I 

That both the worlds I give to negligen , 

Let come what comes, onely Ilebercvengd 
Moftthronghly for my fether. 

K/Vr. Who (hall flay you? 

Latr. My Will, not all the worlds ; 

And for my meanes, He husband them fo well^ 

Of vour deare father, is’t writ in yo^ r^'^enge, 

Thatfoop'ftake,youwilldrawboth ftiendandfo , 
Winner and lofer.^ 

' Arfcr.Nonebut his enemies. 

And like the kinde life-rendring Pelican 
Repaid them with my blood. 

Tj^rhtrnnwvon fbcakc 
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And am ttioft fenfible in griefc for it> 

It fhall as levell to your judgement peare 

As day does to your eye. A neifewithia: 

Enter Ophelia. 

Laer. Let her come in. 

How now ? what noife is that ? 

0 heat dry up my braines, teares feven times fait 
Burne out the fenfe and vertue of mine eye : 

By heaven thy madnefle (hall be paid with waighc 

1 ill our fcale turne the beamc. O Rofe of May ! 

Deare maid, kind lifter , fveet Ophelia ! 

O heavens list poflGble a young maids wits 
Should be as mortall as a poore mans life ! 

They bore him We-fac’d on the Becre, 

And in his grave rain’d many a teare. 

Fare you well my Dove. 

Laer. Hadft thou thy wits, and didft perfivade revenge 
It could not move thus. ^ 

Ophel. You muft fing a downe, a downe, 

tI* ilKtr ft ” “ ? 7"®/?' becomes it. 

It IS the falle fteward that floJe his Mafters ‘daughter. 

A<r^r. This nwhing’s more than matter.’ 
Op/jf/.T^re’sRofemary, that’s for remembrance, pray you 
ove remember, and there’s Paheies, that's for thoughts. 

Tk '”*<^”c^thoughts and remembrance fitted. 

^ ’ j s Fennill for you> and Columbines, there’s Rew for 

you, andheresfomeformee, wee may 'call it herbe of Grace a 
^ndayes, you may weare your Rew with' a diflerence ; there’s a 
Dafie : I would give you feme Violets, but they witherd all when 
my father died ; they fay a made a good end. 

For bonny fweet Robin is all my joy. 

Thouohts and afflidlions, paffion, hell it felfe 
J>ne turnes to favour and to prettinefTe. 

Ophel. And will a not come agairie, Sony. 

Andwilla not come againe, * 

No, no, he is dead, goe to thy death bed, 

He never will come againe. 

His beard was as white as fnow. 
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Flaxwwashispolo 

He is gonei he is gone, and we caft away moane,' 

God a mercy on his Ibnle, and all ChrUuan Ibules^ 

God buy you- 

Zrf^r.Doeyou’thisOGod? 

Ki»ge Laertes I muft commune with your griefe, 

Or you deny me right ; goe but a part. 

Make choice of whom your wifeft friends you wiH, 

And they lhall heare and judge ’twixt you and me. 

If by direft or by collateral! hand 

They finde us toucht, we will our kingdome giv^> 

Our Crowne, our life, and all that we call ours 
To you in latisfaftion ; but if not, 

Be you content to lend your patience 'to ns. 

And we fiiair jointly labour with yourlbulc 
To give it due content. 

Laer.h^t this be fo. 

Hismeanesofdeath,his obfeurc funerall, 

No Trophey,fword, nor Hatchment ore his boncs^ 

No noble right, nor forraall oftentation 
Cry to be heard as ’twere from earth to heaven. 

That I muft call’t in queftion. 
jRT/Vy^.So you ftiall. 

And where t h’oftence is let the great axe fall. 

I pray you goe with me. Exeunt* 

Enter Horatio and others. 

Hora, What are they that would fpeake with me ? 

Gen. Sea-faring men fir, they fay they have Letters for yoUi 
riora. Let them come in. 

1 doe not know from what part of the world 
1 lliould be greeted, if not from Lord HamleU Enter Sajlersl 
Say. God blefle you fir. 

ATor4. Let him blefle thee too: 

Say, A fhall fir an't pleafe him. There’s a letter for you fir , it 
came from the Embaftadour that was bound for England,if your 
name be Horatio^ as I am let to know it is. 

Hor. Horatio, thou fhalt have over- look’t this, givethefe 
fellowcs Ibme meancs to the King, they have Letters for him. Ere* 

wee 
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we were two dayes old atfea , aPirat of very warlike appoint- 
ment gave us chafe.Finding our felves too flow of laile, we put on 
a compelled valour . and in the gtapple I boarded them : in the in- 
ftant they got cleere of our fliip? lb I alone became their prifoner. 
They have dealt with me like theeves ofm^rcy t but they knew 
what they did ; I am to do a turnefor them.Lct the King have the 
Letters I have lent, and repaire thou to me with as much fpeed ag 
thou wouldft flye death. I have words to fpeake in thine care will 
make thee dumbe, yet are they much too light for the bord of the 
matter, thefe good-fellowes will bring thee where I am^ Roftn^ 
cram and GHjldenfternc hold their courle for England^oi them I 
have much to tell thee. Farewell. 

So thatthofi kfiowefi thine ^ 
Hamlet, 

Hora, Come, I will make you way for thefe your Letters, 

And doe*t the Ipeedier that you may direft me “ 

To him from whom you brought them. Exeunt^ 

Enter King and Laertes, 

Now muft your conlcience my acquittance fealc. 

And you muft put me in your heart for friend, 

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing eare. 

That he which hath your noble father flaine 
Purfued my life. 

Laer. It well appeares : but tell me 
Why you proceed not againft thefe feates 
Socriminall and capitall in nature, 

As by yOurfafety,greatne(re,wifdome,all things elfe, 

You mainly were ftirr’d up. - ^ 

King. O for two Ipeciall realbns, 

Which may to you perhaps feem much unfinnow’d. 

But yet to me tna’re ftrong : the Queen his mother 
Lives almoft by his lookes,and for my felfe, 

My vertue or my plague, be it either which. 

She is lb conclive to my life and foule. 

That as the ftarre moves not but in his Sphere, 

I could not but by her : iJie other motive 
W hy to a publike count T might not goe. 

Is the great love the generall gender beare him, 
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who dipping all his faults in their affe6Uon, A ol 

Worke like the Spring that tiirneth Wood toftoriSj mV- ' 
Convert his gyves to graces, fo that my afrowes i no / U . ’ V' 

Too (lightly timbered for lb loved armes, ^ tbr*; via I 
W ould have reverced tamy bow againe^: : • rrrd j c 1 

But not where I have aim’d them. : hn^, -v ?.id -v 

And fo I have a noble father loft, ;rr rK : ^: ' 

A filter driven into defperatetearmesif: - — • n r:- 
Whole worth, if praifesmay :goe backeagain, : •! ^ • j ^ 

Stood challengerort mount of all the agr fl:.- )b sin loi hoA 

For her perfeftions : but my revenge wiWcortiei:>iVom ^ / 

King- Breake not your fleeps for that, you muft not thinkc^--* - 

That we are made offtuflrcfo flat and dull, *' ^ 

That we canlet our beards be (hooke with danger, 
Andthinkeitpaftimeryou'fhortly (halLhcaremore^ ' ,irn •* iT 
I lov’d your father, and we love our (dfe, ' V 

And that I hope will teach you to imagine. ■ p . ‘ 

Enter a JlLeffenger with Letters, - 

Mejf, Thefe to your Majefly, this to the Quc^« ^ -i ' - “ 

King. From ? who brought them ?r;:n 

Mef, Sailers my Lord they lay,;Ifaw. themnot^p-^ r.; * 2/ ^ 
They were given me by (^laudioy he received them ' nn i »0 
Ofhim that brought them. “ .-tv. 

King. Laertes you fliall heare them : leave us. ^ ^ 

High and mighty, you'ftiaHkii^^ fet naked on your King-^ 

dome :to morrow flia,yibegleavetofeeyour Kingly feyes,wnefr 
I fhall (firft asking you pardon) thereunto recount the occafion or 
myfuddenreturne. % / i s 

King. What fliould this raeane ? areall the reft come backe. 
Oris it feme abuie,and’nofuch thing'? 

Z^^r. Know you the hand ? 

King/T\s Hamlets Naked ! ' - ' 

And in a poft-feript here he laics alone, 

Canyoudevifeme? '\u: 

Laer. I am lo^ init my Lord - but let him comC, 

It warmes the very lickneCTeih my heart, 

That I live,and tell him to his teeth. 

Thus didft thou. 
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ithcfo Ldertes, 

'As how (hould it be fo, how othcrwife, 

[Will you be rul’d by me ? 

Lder. I my Lord^ (b you will not ore-rule me to a peacc^ 
ICiftg.To thine own peace: if he be now returned 
As liking not his voyage, and that he meanes 
No more to undertake it, I will worke him 
To an exploit now ripe in my device, 

Under the which he (hall not chufe but fallr 
And for his death no wind of blame (hallbreathe, 

But even his mother (hall uncharge the praftice. 

And call it accident. 

Laer. My Lord I will be rul’d. 

The rather if you could devife it lb 
That I might be the organ. 

It falls right; ' 

You have bin talkt of (ince your travell much, r - ^ 

And that in flamlets hearing, for a quality 

W herein they fay you fhine ; your (iimme of parts 

Did not together plucke iiich envie from him ' 

As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the unwortbieft fiegc. 

Later. What part is that my Lord ? 

Ki^g. A very riband in the cap of youth," 

Yet needfnil too, for youth no leffe becomes 
The light and carcleflfe livery that it weares. 

Than fetled age his febles, and his weeds. 

Importing health and gravenefTe : two months fincc 
Here W^S a Gentleman of Normandy y 
I have (eene my felfe,and (erv'd againft the Vrenchy 
And they can well on horle-backe ; but this Gallant 
Had wrtch-craft in*t,he grew unto his fear. 

And to fuchwondrous doing , brought his horfe * 

Ashe hadbinincorp’ftanddemi-natut’d 
"With thebrave beaft ; (b farre he topt my thought^ 

That I in forgery of (Lapes and trickes 
Come (hort of what he did. 

Laer. A Norman was’c ? 
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j^iftg. K Norman^ 

Upon my life 
The very fame. ^ . . j ^ 

LaerA know him well,he is the brooch inoOecb 
And gemme of all the Nation, 

iC;>jr^.Hemadcconfe(rionofyouj - - 

And gave you fuch a mafterly report ^ ' 

Forartandcxcrcife in your defence, 

Andfbr your Rapier moft efpcciall. 

That he cry’d out, 'twould be a fight indeed 
If one could match you ; the Setimers of their nation 
He (wore had neither motion, guard, nor eye 
If you oppos’d them : (ir this icpm of his 
Did Hamlet fo envenome with his envie. 

That he could nothing doe, but wifli and begge 
Your (hdden commingore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Laer. What out of this my Lord ? 

King* Laertes yyN^s your father dearetoyou? 

Or arc you like the painting of a (brrow, 

A face without a heart ? 

Laer. Why aske you this ? 
jRT/»r.Not tnat I think you did not love your fitthcf j 
But that I know love is begun by time. 

And that I fee in pafTages of proofe. 

Time qualifies the Iparke and fire of it ; 

There lives within the very flame of love 
Akindeofwieke orfnuffetbat will abate it,^ 

And nothing is at a like goodneiGTe ftill ; 

For goodnefle growing to a pleurifie. 

Dies in his owne too much, that we would doe. 

We fliould doe when we would : for this iVouldAhSXi^t^y 
And hath abatements and dclayesasmany 
As there are ^oncues, are hands,are accidents. 

And then this Should is like a fpend-thrift (igh. 

That hurts by eafing : but to the quicke of th’ulcer, 
Hamlet comes backe, what would you undertake 
. To (hew your felfe indeed your fathers (bnne 
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More than in words ? v. . ; 

Laer.To cut his throat i th Ch^ich;,r.^.A vi: • icy / . 

Ki^g.No place indeed fliould murder fanftnarizei ^riT ^ 

Revenge (Tiouldhave nahounds rbutgddd Laertes : . 

Will youdoe this ? keep clofe within your chamber:^ ‘ 

return’d (hall know you^re come homcr - a 
W ee’ll put on thole (hall praifeyour cxcelienccpn: l* • o v : a 

And (et a double varnifh on tbefamdnrr *: i ^ - v “ 
The Frenchman gave you, bring you in fine together^ 

And wager ore your heads 5 he bdng remi(Tc, - 

Molt generousy and frccifiom. all corttrfv do^iirr -'InoD- r- 

Will not perule the foilesc^-fo that with eafe,iori3ivn b : ! st ?. ; I J 
Or with a little (hufflii^ you may chnfe : nr ■ ! > 

A fword unbated, and in a paceof practice 'i? -ii % 'vt ; ~ 



.UlL 



Requite him for vour fathen 

Laer, I will doe r..^ i-nrnf 

And for the purpofe lie annoint my fword : 
Iboughtanun^ionof aMotihtebanke * ’f'* 
SomortaIl,thathutdipaknifeinitv*^ '' 

Where it drawes blood , no Cataplafmc lb rare . • ' 

ColleSed from all Simples that have vertue i\ . 

Under the Moone, can lave the thing from death ' 

That is but fqratcllf withail; lie touch my poi 
With this contagion, that jf I gall himfleightly it may ht deaths 
Let’s further thinke of this. 

Weigh whatconveiancehotihof cimeandmeanes 

May fit us to our Ihapeifthis lliould faile, ^ ^ ‘ ' 

And that our drift ((wfethroogh our bad performance 

'Twere better not a flay’d. Therefore this project 

Should haveabacke or lecond,that might hold ! ; . , 

Ifthis did blaft in proofer (oft, let rhe fee, •• ' 

Wee^ 11 make 4 (blemne wager on your cun hings^ 

I hav t, when in your motion you are hot and dry> 

As make your bouts more violent to that end, 

And that he calls for drinke. He have prefer’d him V 

A Chalice for.the noncoi whereon but fippin^V 
If he by chance efcape your venom^d tucke, 

Our purpofe may hold there# Bat fray, what noife ? 

Enter 



Prince of Dcnmarkc.’ 

' -Ty'i- LnterQj^ 

'Onee^ One woe doth tread upon anothers hccle, 

,So ftft they follow : your filler’s drown d Laertes. 

T aer. Drown’d I O where? , u 

There is a willow growesafeauntthebrook, 

• ,Th1^W<:s his hoarie leaves in the glaffie 

Therewith fantafticke garlands did Ihc^ 

OfCrow.Howers,Nettles,Dafi€S,andlongPurplcs, 

That libcrall (hepheards give a goffer , 

kt our culcoldmaidsdodead mens fingcrscall^ 

There on the pendant boughes her Coronet weeds 

Clambtingiohang.anenvious{hivcrbroto 

When downe her weedy tropheys and her ««« 

Sllintheweepingbrooke,herctothesfp^^^^^ 

And Mermaid-like a whilethey bore her up. 

Which time (he chanted fnatches of old lauds# 

As one incapable of her owne diftrefle. 

Or like a creature native and indued 

Untothat element.but long it could not be 

Till that her garments heavie with their drinKC 
. Puld the poore wench from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Laer- AlalTe then is (he drown d . 

S.r^?Sch SeJhalt thou poore Ofhelia, 

And therefore 1 forbid my teares shut yet 
It is out tricke, nature her cuftome holds. 

Let (hame fay what it will ; when ihefe are gone 
Thewomanwillbeout. Adieu my Lord, 

. 1 have'a (peech afire that fame would blale, 

' But that this folly drownes it. 

XiW. Let’s follow <7^rrwr4; 

‘ How much I had to doe to calme his rage 
Now feare lthis will give it ftart againe, 

Therefore let’s follow. 

Enter two Clovnts. ■» 

C/.«^.Is(hetobeburiedinChriftian buriaU, when (he Wilful- 
ly feckes her owne faWation? 
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Othe. I tell thee Ihee is, therefore make her grave ftraight ,tfMj 
Crowner hath late on her, and finds it Chriftian burialJ. 

C/sw.How can that be,unleffe he drown’d her felfc in her own 
defence ? 

0th. Why 'tis found lb. 

Clow. It muft be lb offended, it cannot be elfe j for here lies-tbe 
point, if I drowne my felfe wittingly it argues an aft , and an aft 
hath three branches, it is to ad, to doe, to performe,oc all j Ihec 
drown’d her Iclfe wittingly. • 

Oth. Nay but heare you goodman delver. 

Clow. Give me leave, here lyes the water ,good,here Hands the 
man,good,ifthe man goe tothis water and drowne bimlclfe,itis 
will he nill he ; he goes, markc you that :but if the water come to 
him and drowne him, he drownes not himfelfc ; argali hee that is 
not guilty of his owne death Ihortens not his ownc Jifo, ^ 

Oth. But is this law ? 

Clow. I marry is’t, Crowners queft law. 

Oth. Will you ha the truth ant’t,ifthis had not been a Gentle^ 
woman Ihe Ihould have bin buried out a Chriftian buriall. 

Clow. Why there thou faift,and the more pitty that great folke 
fhould have countenance in this world to drowne or hang them- 
fclvcs, more than their even Chriften : Come my (bade, there is no 

ancient Gentlemen but Gardcncrs,Ditchers,ana Grave-makers, 

they hold up Adams ptofelfion. 

Oth. Was he a Gentleman ? 

Clow. A was the firft that ever bore armes. 
lie put another queftion to thee , if thou anlwereft mee not to the 
purpole, confefle thy felfc. 

Or^.Goeto. 

Clow. What is hee that builds flronger than either the Malbn, 
the Shipwright, or the Carpenter ? 

Oth .The gallowes-maker,for that out-lives a thou&nd tenants. 

1 like thy wit well in good foith,the gallowes does wcll,but 
how does it well ? it does well to thoff that do ill, now thou doeft 
ill to lay the gallowes is built ftronget than the Church, argali the 
gallowes may doe well to thee. To’t againe,come. 

Oth. Who builds flronger than a Malbn, a Shipwright, or a 
Carpenter ? r 6 » 

Cl«f>- 



Prince of Dcnmarkei 

Cifiw. T, tell me that and unyoke. t 

Oth. Many now I can tell. 

Clop. To’u 

Goe get thee in, and fetch me a foopc of liquor. 

In youth when I did love did love, 

Me thought it was very fweet . 

To contradi O the time fora my behove, 

O me thought there a was nothing a meet. 

Enter Hamlet ana H§r At to • ^ - 

Ham. Has th^ fellow no feeUngof his bufinefle ? a lings in 

®‘w!r'cISftlmehathmadeitinhimapropertyof^^^^^ 

H-.’Tis eenfo,the,handof little emploimenthaththeda^ 

C/w.But age with his ftealingfteps Song. yenic. 

hath clawed me in his clutch. 

And hath Chipped me into the land, 

it not ? 

bZ. Or'SS.nS ; *.h COJM f.y , ^ 

lSho» dodl .hou r»«. lord J Hu. m#r ^ “ 

a one , that praifed my Lord fuch a ones horfc when a meant to 

beg it, might it not? 

■*HrwhTl»fci™J"Ov«myUdy™rm.ChoFte,^^^ 
£Szer»i.h.Sextcn; Wc: h«=-.fin= . 

wehadthetricketofee’t,did thefe bones 

ding but to play at loggits with them ? mine ake to think 
Clow. A pickax and a fpade a fpade, 

" for and a Ihrowding Iheet, 
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Tf?eTrd^edy of Uimht 

O a pit of clay for to be made x ~ 

for fuch a gueft is meet. , , ^ , 

H<«.There’s another, why may not that be the skull of a Lawfer > 
wherebe his quiddities now, his qiiilliries, his calcs, his tenures 
pdhis tricks ? why does hefufferthis mad knave now to knocke 
him about the Iconce with a dirty fhovell, and will not tell him of 
his adbons of bat tcryPtium : this fellow might be in’s time a ereat 
buyer of land , with hi» ftatutcs , his recognilanccs , his fines his 
double vouchers, his recoveries, to have his fine pate fill loffinc 
dirt : will vouchers vouch him, nomoreofhis purchafes and dou- 
bles, than the length and bredth of a pairc of Indentures ? the ve- 
ry conveiances of his land will fcarcely lye in this boxe, and muft 
i;h inheritor himfelfe have no more ? ha ? 

Hera. Not a jot more my Lord- " 

Ham. Is not parchment made of llicep-skins ? 

ImyLord,and ofcalve-skins tdo. 

I calves which feeke out alTurance in 

that. Iwillfpeakctothis fellow: Whofe grave’s this firrah> 
C/ojv. Mine fir, or a pit of clay for to be made. 

Ham. I thinkeit’sthineindeed. forthou lyeft in’t. 
c/ow. Y ou lye put on’t fir, and therefore ’tis not yours : for mv 
part 1 doc not lye in’t, yet it is fnine. 

Ham.Thov doft lyein’t,to bein’t and fay it isjthine,’tis for the 
cieaa, not for thequicke, therefore thou Jyeft. 

Tis a quicke lye fir, ’twill againe from me to you, 

Jfam. W hat q?ian doeft thou digge it for ? 

C/ow For no rhan fir^^ ^ 

Ham. W hat woman then f 
C/ow. For none neither. 

Whois to be buried in’t ? " 

One that was a woman fir, but reft her foule.lbee’s dead.’ 
Ham.How ablblute the knave is, we muft Ipeake by the card, or 
equivocation will undo us. BytheLord Horatie this,, veeresl 
have took note of it, the age is grown fo picked, that the toe of the 
pefant comes fo neerethe heele ofthe Courtier,he galls his kibe. 
-How long haft thou been a Grave-maker ? 

c/w. ofthe dayes i’th yeare I came to’c that day that our laft 
King Hamlet overcame Fminbrajfe, 

Hm* 



Prince o/Dchtnarke^ 

Jlant. How long is that fince ? 

C/<? Cannot you tell that ? every foole ean tell that ,• It was that 
very day that young Hamlet was borne , hcc that is mad and fent 
into 

Ham - 1 marry, why was he fent into England ^ 

C/ow. W by ? becaufe a was mad, a fhall recover hil wits there, 
or if a doe not 'tis no great matter there. 

Ham. Why ? 

^/o.'Twill not be feen in him thcre/herc are mci>as mad as he. 

How came he mad ? 

Clow.Voxy ftrangcly they fay. 

Ham. How ftrangely ? 

C^ow Faith eenwitnlofing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? 

C/ow. W hy here in Denmarks • I have bin Sexton here man 
and boy thirty yeeres. 

Ham. How long will a man lyei’tb earth ere he rot ? 

Clow. Faith if a dc not rotten before he dye , as wee have many 
pocky coarfes that will fcarce hold the laying in, a yvill lafiyoii 
Ibme eight ycere, or nine yeerej a Tanner will laft you nine yccrc. 
Ham. W hy he more than another ? 

Clow ?^by fir his hide is fo tan’d with his trade,rhat a will keep 
out vater a great while , and your water is a fore decaycr of your 
whorfon dead body : here’s a skull now hath lyen you i'th earth 
Ham. Whofe was it ^ (25. yearcs, 

Clo^ A whorlbn mad fellows it was^whofe do you thinkit was ? 
Ham.'^zy I kqow not. 

C/ow,k peftilencc on him for a mad rogue, a pour’d a flaggonof 
Rheniflionmy headoncej this feme skull fir, was fir Tor/ckse 
skull the Kings Jeftcr. 

Ham. This} * 

C/ow. Een that. 

Ha.khs poor Torickfil knew him Horath^t fellow ofinfinite 
jeft,of moft excellent fancy, he hath bore me on his backc a thou- 
fand times > and now how abhorred in my imagination it is ? my 
gorge rifes at it. Here hung thofe lips that I have kift I know not 
how oft: where bee your jibos now, your gamboles^ your fongs, 
yourflaChesof merriment, that were wont to fet the table on a 
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rcare ? not one now to mock your own grinning ? quite chopfain ? 
Nowgetyoutomy Ladies tabic f and tell her, lether painua 
inch thick, to this favour llie muft come; make her laugh at that, ’ 
Prethce Horatio tell me one thing. 

Hora.What'^ that myLord? ^ 

Ha.DoR thou think AUxanicr lookt a this fafliion I’th earth? 

Hora.'Etnfo. 

Ham, And fmeic lb ? pah* 

Een ib my Lord, 

Ham. To what bafe ufes we may returne Horatio ! Why may 
not imagination trace the noble duft of Alexander till a nndeic 
flopping a bung-hole. 

-W>r<«.Tweretoconfidertoo curioudytoconfiderfo^ ' 

Ha, No faith not a jot, but to follow him thitherwith iflodcfly 
enough, and likelihood to lead it. Alexander di^^yAlex'ariderYiz^ 
buried, Alexander returneth to duft, the duft is earth,of earth we 
make Jome, & why of that lome whereto he was converted might 
they not ftop a Becrc-barrcll ? 

Imperious Cafar dead and turn'd to clay 
Might ftop a hole to keepe the wind away, 

O that that earth which kept the world in awea 
Should patch a wall t’expell the waters flaw! 

But foft, but foft a while, here comes the King, Enter Eing^ 
The Queen, the Courtiers :who is this they follow , Que.Lasrtes^. 
And with (iich maimed rites ? this doth betoken, and the corfe.- 
The coarfe they follow did with delperate hand 
Fordoe its owne life ; *twas of feme eftatc 
Couch we a while and marke. 

Laer. What Ceremony elfe ? 

Ham. That is Laertes very noble youth* 

Laer . What Ceremony elfe ? 

Doll. Her obfequies have bin as far inlarg’d 
As we have warranty ; her death was doubtfull, 

Amd but that great command orc-fwayes the order. 

She ;Tould in ground unfanftified bin lodg'd 
Till the laft trumpet : for charitable prayers. 

Flints and pebbles fhould be throwneon her, 

Y ct here Ihe is allow’d her virgin rites^ 

Wer 



r' 






^^rince of D^nmarkc. 

Her maiden ftrewments, and the bringing home 
Ofbelland buriall. rf - ' c;: . ^ 

Laer, Mufl^here nomorebc done 
. No more be done : 

We fhould profane the fervice of the dead, : 

To ling a Requien^ and filch reft to her j ^ 

As to peace-parted fbules* 

Laer.Lzy her i'ch earth, -f- j^v r ^ 

And from her faire and unpolluted flcfli r.. ■ 

May violets fpring : I tell thee churlifh Prieft 
A miniftring Angel fhall my After be 
When thou lyeft howling. 

Ham> W bat ? the faire Ophelia f 

Sweets to the fweet,farewell, 

I hop’t thou fliouldft have bin my Hamlets wife, 

I thought thy bride-bed to have deekt fweet maid^' 

And not have ftrew'd thy grave* 

Laer. O treble woe ! 

Fall ten times double on that curfed head, 

W hofe w icked deed thy moft ingenuous fenfc 
Deprived thee of : hold off the earth a while. 

Till I have caught her once more in mine armes* 

Now pile your duft upon the quicke and dead. 

Till of this flat a mountaine you have made 
T’ofetopold Pelion^oi theskyiChhead 
Ofblew Olympus. 

W hat is he whofe griefe 
Bearesfuch an emphafisyVthofo phrafeoffbrrow 
Conjuresthewandring ftars, and makes them ftand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers ? *tis I, 

Hamlet the Dane. . v 
'Laer.hh^ DivcH take thy foule. 

H^w.Thoupray’ft not well; 1 prethce take thy fingers from 
For though I am' not Iplc^ative and rafh, ( my throatj 

Yet have I in me fbmething dangerous, 

W hich let thy wif^dome fcare ; hold off thy hand. 

Ki»g- Plucke them afiindcr- 
Quee. Hamlet , Hamlets 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 
j4H, Sentlemen. 



Hara, Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham* Why I will fight with him upon this theam 
Untill my eye-lids will no longer wagge« 

Quee. O my fonne, what theame ? 

Ham. I lov’d Ophelia^ forty thoufand brothers 
Could not with all their quantity of love " 

Make up my fum : What wilt thou doc for her? 

King. O he IS mad Laertes. 

Qnee. For love of God forbeare him. 

Ham. S wounds (hew me what thou’t doe. 

Woo t weep, w<x)*t fight/woo’t faft , woo’t teare thy 
W oo’t drink up Efill,eat a Crocodile ? (fdfe, 

He doe t : doeft thou come here to whine ? 

To out- face me with leaping in her grave ? 

Be buried quicke with her, and fo will I ; 

And ifthou prate ofmountaines, let them throw ' 

Millions of acres on us, till our ground 
Cindgirighis pate againft the burning Zone, 

Make O^a like a wart ; nay and thou’lt mouth 
He rant as well as thou. 



J^^<?.This is meere madnefle. 

And thus a while the fit will workc on him ; 

Anon as patient as a female Doe, 

When that hergoldencupletsarcdilclos’d. 

His filence will fit drooping. 

Heareyou fir. 

What is the rea fbn that you life me thus ? 

I lov’d you well, but it is no matter, 

Let ^r#rc«/«himfelfc doe what he may 

The Cat will mew, a Do^e will have his day.' • ExitHamht 

Ktug. I pray thee good H trade wait upon him. & Horati$> 

ftre^then your pauenccin our laft nig^^^ 

Weell put the matter tothe prefent pufli. 

^ood0ertrarJ fet feme watch over your fonne. 

This Grave (hall haVe a living monument, 

thereby 

J tpQn m paciciKC our proco^ing be# Exeunt^ ' 

£ftter 



?^r/«feo/Denmarke^ 

Enter Hamlet and Horatie, 

JJaSo much for this fir, now (hall you (ec the othCK 
You doe remember all the circumftance. 

Remember it my Lord? , rc l • 

Ham. Sir in my heart there was a Und of fightaig 
That would not let me fleep, me the i^ht Ilay 
Worfe than tile mutines in the Bilbo’s, ralhly. 

And prais’d be rafhnclTe for it 5 let us know 
Our indirtretion (bmetimes ferves us well 
W hen our deep plots do fall , & that (hould learn 
There’s a divinity that (Rapes out ends, 

Rough hew them how we will. 

Hera, That is molt certaine. 

H«w.Upfrommy Cabbin, . . 

My fea-gownc fcarft about me, in the datkc 
Grop’t I to find out them, had my defire, 

Finger’d their packet, and in fine w*'^*’*^ , 

To mine owneroome againe,makingfol»ld 

f My feares forgetting manners^) to unfold ^ 

Their grand Commiiiion. where I found, Herat ttt 
A royall knavery, an exaft command. 

Larded with many feverall (brts ofrealons. 
Importing health, and England too, 

With hoe fuch Bags and Goblins in my lite, 

"That on the liipervife, no leifurebated, 

No not to flay the grinding of the axe. 

My head (hould be flrookeoff. 

Hera- Is’t poflible ? . ... 

H 4 .Here’s the Commi(fion,read it at more leifutot 

But wilt thou heare now how 1 did proceed ? 

1 befecch you. 

Being thus be-netted round with vinames* 
Or I could make a Prologue to my braines 
They had begun the Play ; I fate me downe. 

Devis’d a new Comtniflion, wrote it fairc: 

I once did hold it, as our Statifts doe, 

Abafeneffeto write faire>and labour d mueft 

How to forget that leamiiTg > but fif 



The Tragedy o/Hamlct 

did me yeomans fervlce » wi k thou know ^ 

Th’efFe<ftpfwbat Iwrote?: ■ * 

•K»r4. 1 good my Lordi * y 

An earnett conjuration from the King, 

As England was his faithfull tributary. 

As love between them like the Palme might floufifii, , i , 

As peace Ihouldfiillherwheaten garland weare, . ' - 
End Ritid i Cowtna tweene their amities, ■ ^ 

And many fuch like, as fir of great charge. 

That on the view and knowing of thefe contents. 

Without debatement further more or lefle 

He fliould thofe bearersput tofudden death. 

Not fliriving time allow’d. 

Hora. How was this feal’d ? 

Elam. Why even in that was heaven ordinant : 
Ihadmyfathers fignetinmypurle. 

Which was the modell of that fcale. 

Folded the writ up in the forme of th’other, 

Subfcnb’d it, gave’t thimpreflion,plac d it lafely, 

Thecbangling never known ; now the next dav 
Wasourfea-fight,and what tothiswasfcquent 
1 ilou know ft already. 

So gujldenltem and Rofencratu go to’t; 

ATrf.They arc not neare my conieiencc, their defeat 

Does by theirowne infinuation grow j 

f IS dangerous when the bafer nature comes ■■ * - 

Between the paflc and fell incenfed points s-’ ' - 

Ormignty oppofites. 

Hor. Why what a King is thiis ! 

^^«.poesit not,thinkyou,fiandmenowupon ? 

and whor’d my mother, 

1 opt in between th ele<aibn and my hopes, 

Throwne out his angle for my prqicr life. 

And with fuch cofcnage,is’t not pcrfea confdence? 

Enter aCoHrtier. - 

Doeft know this Water-flye f 

Herat 



<Prince of Dcnmarke; 

Har^.Nomy goodLord 

' " ^'*?'?J[^'1^lndaSfcrull,ietabeaft beLordofbeafts, 

«ffP“ >?”'«- 

newly come to Court foftfocicty .and 

knowto dividehim }n refpea of his qmcke fade,; 

tra'cehim, his unibrage, nothing mw 

•our morerawer breath? 

' an«b» “"S*- V™ 



oy'Hamlet 

C oUYs Of Laertes ? ? 

O»r.lknow you are not ignorant. . - . 

w exctltence i bm to know . man »S w S Sh'mftff '”” 

Hmm. What s his weapon ? 

Cour. Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. IJJat^two of his weapons ; but well. 

»gaiZhewhichLLs!mp^^^^^ 

»ii^sittsdw£ 

^^^n.Iknawyoon.nli boediSodbythe maigin ereyonfud 
Cour. Theewiagesfir are the hangers. 

^s§sl§s 

betagainfttheZ).«,yZ,.whyisthisallyouca"n^^^^^^ 

LorX»rSfiE‘o'l*^^^ 

jiam. How if I anfver no ? 
it is the breathing timeof day with me let the 
the oddc hits. ’ “ ^ ^ “7 fl^ameand 

, Cour, 



(Prince c/ Dcnirarke. 
shall I deliver you lb ? 

Bam. To this eftieS fir, after what flourifli your nature will. 
^««r. I commend my duty to your Lordfl rip. 
i/ 4 w. Yours does well to commend it hiinJ'elfe, ihercareho 
tongues elfe for his turne. 

JFfoM.This Lapwing runs away with the fhell on his head. 
Jiam. A did lb fir with his dugge before a liickt it j t hus has he 
sTmany more of the fame breed that I know, the drolTie age dotes 
on, onely got the tune ofthe time, and out of an habit ofincoun- 
ter, a kinde of mifty colleftion , which carries them through and 
through the moft profane and treunowned opinions ; and doc but 
Wow them to their triall, the bubbles arc out. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord- My Lord, his Majeftie commended him to you by young 
O Prteke, who brings back to him that you attend him in the hall, 
he fends to know ifyoutpleafureholdioplay withZ<te««,orthat 
you will take longer time? . 

Ham. lamconftanttomy purpofes, they follow the Kings 
plealiire ; if his fitnefle fpeaks, mine is ready, now or whenfoever, 
provided I be fo able as now. 

L ord. The King and Queen and all are comming downe. 

Ham. In happy time. 

Zcr<f. The^cen dcfircs you toofe toe gentle entertainment 
to Laertes before you goe to play. 

Ham- She well inftrufts me. 

' Afor. You will lofe my Lord. 

Ham. I doe not thinke fo,fincc he went into France 1 have bin 
in ccntinuall prafl ice j 1 (hall win at the oddes fthou wouldft not 
think how ill all’s here about my heait, but itis no matter. 

Hor. 1 . Nay good my Lordi 

It is but foolery,butitis fuchakind of game-giving as 
would perhaps trouble a woman. _ „ „e- n i, 

Zr<ir4. If your mind diflike any thing obey it, 1 mail foreltall 
their repaire hither, and % you are not fit. 

Ham^ox a whit,we dene Augury, there is a fpeciall providence 
in the fall of a Sparrow :if itbe, ’tis not to come, if it bee not to 
come, it will be now, if it be not now, yet it will come, the readi- 
neflcisall, fincenoman of ought he leaves knowes what is t to 

N 
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leave betimes, let be. 

Come H^w/«,come,and take this hand from me. 

But pardon t as you are a Gentleman : this preLce knowes 
AncfyoumuftMeds have beard how lam pmS? 

With a fore dilhraftton j what I have done ^ 

^ughlyawake,Ihcre^ 

Was t H^let wrong’d Laertes ? never HamUt • 
l£Hamlet ftom himfelfc be taneawav, ’ 

And whenhee’snothimfelfc does w 

Who does itthen?hismadneffetirt befo, 

Hamlet IS ohhc faftionthat is wronged. 

His madneffe is poore Hamlets enemy ; 

tetmy difclaiming from a porpcs’d enll 

in nature, 

T a my tearmeg ^ honour 

I ftand aloofe.and will no reconcilement, v’ t : 

Til byromcclderMafters of knowneh^oor 
mvea voice and Fcfidentofpea^ ”" 

T^yname ungor’d;buta.llthattime 

wager- 

Giveusthefoiles. ■ , 

Come, one for me. 

asSKiajS”- 

i'aer, YoumPckc me fir. 
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Wince of Dcnmarkc. 

H/<w. No by this hand. ., 

Xi».Give them the foi Is young Ofrick}Comnffnz 
You know the wager. i 

Very well my lord: *' j 

Your Grace has laid the oddcs a*tfawealc<^Mc* 

I doe not fearc i t, I have fecit you both. 

But fince he is better we have therefore oddes. 

Laer* This is too heavie, let me fee another. ^ 

HaeThis likes me wel,thcfe foils have all a length 
O/r. I my good Lord. 

Ki 9 fg. Sf t me the (loops of wine upon the table ; 

If r give the firft or fecond hit. 

Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange, . ^ ; 

Let all the battlements their Ordnance fire; '/ V L 

The King (hall drink to Hamlets bettetbreadis o* ‘ ‘ 

And in the cup an Onyx (hall he throw ^ 

Richer than that which foure fuccc(Eye Kings 

In D enmArkj Crown have worn. Give fne the edp j# 

And let the Kettleto thcTnimpctfpeakCi . 

The Trumpcq^theGanoncer withoutV^^ nobs*’- 
The Cannons to the heavens, the heavens to earth# 

Now the Kii^drinkcs to Hamlet : come begim 
And yoii the Judges bearc a wariceye. f . 

Ham. Come on fir. ^ P 

Z/^^r. Come my Lord. ■ 

Ham,Onz^ t . V 

Z»aer,^o. . • " . 

Judgement. ^ 

Ofir. A hit, a very palbable hit. ^ f 

Z4^r.Well,againe. n • u 'r^ y'PhurtJhyaPeecei^^^^ 

King. Stay, give me drinkc, Bamht this pearle is thine, 

Here’s to thy health : give him the cup.f' 

Ham. He play thisbout firft, fet it by a^^wbilCf 
Come, another hit, what (ayyou? ^ ‘ ' 

Laer. I doe confeft. ^ ■ ■ ■ ” ‘ ’ 

Our fonne (hall win- */ 

Hees fat and'fcam of breath. 

Here Hamktj^Vi^^ napkin, wipe thy brov^es : 
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The Qneen carowfes to thy fortune Hamlet. 

Ham. Good Madam. 

King, gertrard doe not drinke. 

Ques.l will^my Lord, I pray you pardon me. 

It IS the poyfoned cup, it is too late. 

.Wrfw. I dare not drinkeyet Madam, by and bv.’ 

^e:. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Laer. My Lord Ilehit him now. 

I doe not tfaink’t. 

^er. And yet it is almoft againft my confeience. 
l am fure you make a wanton of me. 

Z,rf#r.Sayyoufo.^’comeon. o : 

Oi?r. Nothing iieither way. 

Z.»rr. Have at you now. j i ’ 

Part them, they are incens’t,'' 

«««». Nay come againe. 

0/?r. Looketd the c^een there hoi" 

lamS " mineown fprindge Ofirieig^ 

lamjuftlykilld with mine owne treachery. 

Ham. How does theQueene .> ' .. 

^»«^.Shefvounes to feethem bleed. -netiO-.-, 

5 thou art Ikine, 
Nomedicincin the world can doc thee good, 

Intheethereisnothalfeanhoureslife, 

thy hand, 

warn turn d it felfe on me ; lo here I lye 
Never to rile againe : thy mother’s poyfony 
I ^^ “0 more, the King, the King’s to Lme’ 

-^.n^epomt envenom’d too, then venom to thy work. 



^rinct of Denmark^ 

l/4i!.Ttealbn,treafon. 

King. O yet defend me mends,! am but hurt, 

Ham. Here thou inceftiious damned Dane, 

Drinke offthis potion sis the Onyx here? 

Follow my mother. fdfe. 

Lae.Ue is juftly fcrv’d,it is a poyfon temper’dby lum- 
Exchange forgiveneffe with me noble Hamlet, 

Mine and my fathers death come not upon thee , ' 

Nor thine on me. 

Ham. Heaven make thee free ofit, I follow the J : 

I am dead Her at to .wretched Queen adieu. 

You that looke pale and treble at this chance, 

That are but mutes ca: audience to this a<5t» ,j 

Had I but time (as this fell Sergeant death 
Is Hrift in his arreft) O I could tell you 
But let it be : Horatio I am dead. 

Thou liveft, report me and my caufe aright 
Totheunfitisfied. 

Hora. Never bcleeve ft, 

I am more an antique than a 

Here’s yet fome liquor left* 

/frfw.Asth’art a man 

Give me the cup, let goe,by heaven He hav't : 

0 God Horatio what a wounded name. 

Things Handing thus unknown, fhall I leave behind me ? 

If thou didft ever hold me in thy heart 
Abfent thee frontfelicity a while. 

And in this harih world draw thy breath m palne ai march a 

To tell my ftory s what warlike noife is this ? farre off. 

Enter Ofrickf, 

Ofr. Young Fortinirafe with conqueftcofflcfrom Poland 
Th’Embafladors oi England gives this warlike volly. 

Ham. O I dye Horatio, 

The potent poyfon quite ore-growes my Ipirit ; 

1 cannot live to heare the newes from 

But I doe prophelie the eleftion lights 
OaFortinhrajfe ; he has my dying voice. 

So tell him, witbth’bccurrents more and Icflc ^ 
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W hich have folicitcd : the reft in filcnce. 

Hora . Now cracks a noble heart, good night ftveec 
And flight of Angels fing thee to thy reft. (Prince, ' 

Why does the drum come hitbet ? ^ *i n- j 

J^Kter Fcrtinbrajfcywith the Ftnbajfdiderf* ‘ 'I 

Fort, Where is this fight I \ 

Flor, What is it yon would fee ? 

If ought of vYoe or wonder, ccafe yonr fearch ? 

P<?r. This quarry cryes on hayock : O proud dcathi f 

WhatfeaftistowairldinthmeinFernallGdli . '“H ' ’ ^ - 
That thou fo many Princes at a fliot > - , ‘ . -v 

Sobloudilyhaft {hrotflcc? ; ■' : v 

The fight isdifinafl,^ " ‘ ' 

And our affaires from feme too late, - orrT: ;i"l -H 

The eares are fenfelefle thic (Iio^ld gives us heafif^« ■ ^ ^ ^ 

To tell him his commandement isfulftlFd,^* • - ^ - • '• :Jf: * 
That %ofe»craud znd GujldefgBerfg^vQdc^dy • 

Wherefliould we have our thanks? ...noJ 

Not from his mouthy ‘ >v 

Haditth*abilityof lifetothankeyour - ^ I 

,AV 

3 

High on a ftage be placed to the view, ’ 'li f 

And let me fpeake to’th yet unknowing world ‘ 

How thefe things came about ; fo fhall you hearc 
Ofcrueil, bloody, and unnaturall aefs, - 

OfaccidentalljudgementSiCafuallflaughters, • 

Of deaths put on by cunning, and for no caijfe, 
Andintfaisupfliot,purpofesmiftookc, 'i ‘ " 

Paine on the inventors heads : all this can I ' : ' 

Truely deliver. 

' Por^.Letushaftetoheareit, -i -H;rp n- f. 
And call the nobleft to the audience : ■ ' ' -i *iVfI ? 

For me, with fbrrow^Tembrace my fortune, ^ ' * 3 * ^ 

I have feme rights of merh^^^ 

Wi:ich now to claimemy vantage doth invite me. 



g4vccv^uuijanacmcnc lorcneirdeatD. 
But fincefojumpe upon this bloody queftion 
You from the P oUack^ wars, and you from Frtflutt^ 
Arehere arrived .give order that thefe bodi^ 
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Prince of Dcnmarkcil 

Htri. Ofthat I (hall have alfo caufe to fpeak. 

And from his mouth whole voice will draw no more: 
But let this fame be prefently perform’d, 

Even while mens minds are wild,left more mifchance 
On plots and errors happen. 

Fort. Let foure Captaines 
Beare Hamlet like a Souldier to the ftage. 

For he was likely, had he been put on, 

T have prov’d moft royall ; and for his panage. 

The Souldiers mulick and the right of warre 
Speake loudly for him. 

Take up the bodies ; fuch a light as this 
Becomes the field, but here Ihewcs much amiflc. 
Goe bid the Souldiers fhoot. Sxettnu 
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